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EDITORIAL 


With the completion of this Issue of 
HEADPRESS, It's time for a !!ttle respite to 
fook back and reflect. {t's now just over a 
year since HEADPRESS was officlalfty faunched 
with the release of DER TODESKING on video. 
tn the refatively short space of time since 
that Inaugural day In September 1990, 
HEADPRESS has mutated Into the magazine you 
hold before you - with a number of off-shoot 
{tems to colour the way: SINS OF THE FLESH, 
AUDIO HOLOCAUST, T-Shirts... (what with our 
new !!ne of baked beans and canned soups, It 
looks !Ike competition for Tesco). 

{t has to be sald that there were those 
out there who cast a doubt as to whether a 
magazine such as this would have any appeal. 
The whole concept was fooked upon with 
eyebrow ralsed as betng too ambIitlous, too 
esoteric, and too extreme. Such were the 
arguments - nay, accusatives. Distributors 
wouldn't touch It (with the exception of a 
couple of big nolses and, of course, the 
underground/smal! press folks - God bless you 
alll), and shops wouldn't fet us tn. A 
typical reaction from a distributor - being 
far too many to mention by name - was "I'm 
afrald we're unable to carry HEADPRESS In 
{t's current form." Even some ‘alternative! 
bookshops cap!tufated upon sight of the last 
fssue - guess we're too radical for radical. 


But, here we are with Issue 3. And hey, 
don't top yourselves just yet! We now have a 
second video release, the notorious Naz! 
documentary TRIUMPH OF THE WILL - an 
art/propaganda picture directed by Lent 
Relfenstah! (no, we've not fssued It for 
jerk-off neo-nazis.e.as one critic astutely 
comments,"leaves one with a sense of 
Insanity", which just about sums up the whole 
cause and effect of the flim). 


2 


One publication didn't think that our debut 
of HEADPRESS magazine fulfiftfled the promise 
of "bizarre, deviant, extreme." But no one 
can argue that issue 2 hasn't put pald to 
that. However, anyone thinking that they're 
gotng to encounter a sfammer of a st!!! on 
every page of every Issue !s golng to be 
sorely disappointed. No,‘ our Intentions fle 
elsewhere. We hope to pul! the eyeball rug 
from under your feet - so to speak - every 
now and then, but It would be polnttess and 
self-defeating to even attempt to do so al! 
the time, No, we'll continue to push 
forward, Improve and progress with each 
Issue. !f we don't, something's wrong, and 
you should fet us know! 


It's probably stipped a few folks mind, Dept. 
Certain parties/iIndividuals have the habit of 
ordering goods from HEADPRESS - and, no 
doubt, other concerns elsewhere - recelving 
them, and then forgetting to elther (a) pay 
up, or, (b) notify us that the enclosed 
cheque has more bounce than a Dunfop Radtal. 
These peopie become subsequent ly 
‘uncontactable', as attempted polite 
reminders are tgnored. So, In the great 
tradition of our U.S. cousins, as of the next 
Issue, these people wil! get an honorary 
mention (atong with name and address, we'l! 
potnt out telephone numbers with suggested 
wake-up calf times, motoring convictions, 
publish compromising photos - In fact, 
whatever we can get hold of). They have been 
warned! 


We're now taking 'suggested themes’ for 
future Issues, because they look good at the 
foot of the Editorial. "Death to HEADPRESS" 
anyone? 


Editors 


SCUM NUMBER 
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XEROX FEROX 


David Slater 


| entered the copy-shop with hopes that one 
of the several attractive girls who work 
there would serve me. Instead, I was greeted 
with the broad, yellowIng smile of the agelIng 
manager. The exposed teeth should have the 
word "HELPFUL" printed on them. "Yes sir, 
what can I do for you?" the smile asked. 

"I'd IIke ten of these on coloured paper, 
copled on both sides." 1 handed him the A4 
sheet consIstIing of hours of layout, copying, 
typing, cutting, sticking etc. 

“What colour would you I Ike?" 


es 


hat can 1 do for you? 
Wd like tan 
apied on both 


Seat consisting 
yoing, cutting, 
What cofous would 


“Green please," | sald, as he displayed a fan 
of examples. 

“Are you sure sir? We have pInk, yellow, 
blue..ethls one's rather pretty don't you 
think?" 

"Green wlll be fine thanks." 

"I think I have some other shades elsewhere, 
nice pastel tones." 

"This green Is Ideal, I*I1 have this green." 
"The yellow will make the art-work stand out 
more, or maybe the blue," he sald examining 
the layout sheet, 

The shop was uncomfortably hot, the alr- 
conditioning must have been malfunctioning 
and the vast array of photocoplers radlated 
added heat. I glanced at my watch. An Irate 
wasp was circling my head Intending to land 
on my face, 

“Okay, I'll have the yellow," | relinquished, 
gently dIscouragiIng the Insect with my 
layout. 

"I haven't forced you Into changing your mind 
have 1?" he sald with an embarrassed chuckle, 
“Have the green by all means If that's what 
you really prefer." 

"I think | will have the green actually." 
"Right, I*ll Just load up the machine." 

We wandered to a corner where a hlIgh-tech, 
hIigh-spec CANON copler hummed quietly. 

"This one wITl copy both sides at once, It'll 
save messing around dolIng one slide at a time. 
I'm a bIt concerned about these loose bits 
though," he plucked at the edges of the 
varlous paste-downs that form the layout, 
“but | think It wlll be alright. How many did 
you want?" 

“Just ten please." [ had a distinct feeling 
he didn't really know what he was dolng and 
turned away. Some welrdo on the street was 
staring at me through the floor to celling 
windows. Can't tell the gender, a snot bubble 
Inflated and deflated at the left nostril, 
clothes were IIke canvas sacks and re-cycled 
paper, both hands were flapping IIke plIgeon 
wings. 


"Right, here we goooool™ [ turned my 
attention back to the copying process and 
stepped back a foot to get the cooling 
benefIt of the whirling fan oscll lating on a 
shelf stacked with reams of paper. The mans 
large finger pressed a button) oeoeKA- 
CHUN. « eKA~CHUN oe eWHIRRRRe oeKA~CHAs oo ee "AN 
now, see that flashIng IndIcator IIght? That 
means something Is Jammed. Marvellous pleces 
of technology these machines. Look, It even 
shows you exactly where the obstruction Isl 
Let's Just see now." He opened the top of the 
machine and there was my layout wrapped round 
what appeared to be a tank track. He eased 
the sheet from the mechanIcs and flattened It 
out with his sweaty palm, "There seems to be 
a bit missing, something must have come 
adrift." He poInted to a blank square on the 
sheet. The WNEKROMANTIK 2 text had gone. A 
cold sweat seeped from the pores on the back 
of my neck despite the heat In the shop. I 
had vislons of trudging back home, re-typIng, 
re-cutting, re-stickIng. The man began to 
dismantle the copler, "It must be here 
somewhere," he sald as he I Ifted flaps, 
turned pulleys and rollers. After five 
minutes of searching he sald "Well, that Is a 
mystery. I can't Imagine where It has got to. 
It was there to begin with wasn't I+?" 


"Of course It was! Why don't you try sending 
a blank plece of paper through, that might 
shift It." I suggested. 

"Good Ideal" he sald, and did precisely that. 
The sheet went round the paper-flipping 
mechanism but no NEKRO 2 came out. However a 
copled sheet did sIIp from the machIne which 
was reproduced before the orlgInal was 
damaged. And the lost text Is duplicated 
there. Relleved, | took the sheet from the 
tray. "I'll cut this out and relay It back 
down," I sald. 

“Whew, that's rather fortunate," he sald, 
"I'tIT get you something to cut It with." He 
shifted to another area, passing the typing 
giris, and suddenly shouted, "HERE'S A 
SCALPEL" | looked up to see the object 
somersaulting through the alr towards me. | 
prepared to dive for cover but It was too 
late. It struck me In the chest. I stood In 
shock and watched the plastic sIx-Inch ruler 
bounce harmlessly from my shirt and onto the 
copler. "HA HA HA HA HAAAAAI I love IIttle 
Jokes. Keeps the girls happy." The girls 
continued tip=-tap-tappIng. He returned with 
adhesIve spray and sclssors and handed them 
to me as he continued hls search for the two- 
Inch square of text. I re-layed the sheet out 
and suggested It Is done on the conventtonal 
copler by sending the copled sheets through 
twice. 
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"Good Ideal" he sald, and did precisely that. 
1 relaxed, knowing within two minutes my 
ordeal would be over. The copler whirred, 
emitted a sliver of blue/white IIght, and a 
perfect copy sIiipped from Its slot. "Now 
we're getting somewhere," he sald as he took 
the copy, opened the machine and slipped It 
onto the top of the paper reservoir. He was 
about to press the copy button when I 
Interrupted, "Did you turn the orliginal?* 


"Ha ha ha ha haha. Just seeing If you're 
paying attention." He yanked up the IId and 
the draught caused the paper to IIft and 
float down behind the machine. "Whoaaal There 
she goes," he squealed as It silpped Into the 
most Inaccessible position. 

He turned [t and pressed the button. Out 

slithered the copy, both sides of the 
original duplicated on one side. 
"That always happens," he commented and 
binned It. "Let's try again." The process was 
repeated five times before a perfect copy was 
produced, "Now we can go back to the original 
machine with this, It'!! be much quicker." He 
took the sheet to the double-sided photo- 
copler and slipped It In. "Ten you sald?" he 
sald as he tapped In the figure and pressed 
"COPY", And out they came, all green, all 
copled on both sides. He flicked through them 
and paused, “Ah, a siight flaw look," he 
potnted to a faded area about two mil iimetres 
In dlameter where the Ink didn't register. 
"Oh, that's no problem, those will do fine.” 


"Are you sure?" 

"Yes, yes they're okay." He walked across to 
the cash register and stopped In his tracks, 
"No, no, no, I'd better do them again. The 
Job has to be right. I don't Ilke shoddy 
work," and he about-turned back to the 
machine. | sighed In desperation, the girls 
were tapping away, thelr hands flying over 
the keys [tike pale crabs, the screens were 
just a mass of scrolling hleroglyphics and 
nonsense. One gir! started to crunch on a 
mint or Hum—Bug. | felt something tangle In 
my halr and ran my fingers through. | touched 
the wasp and shook my head In panic and the 
creature flew up to the fluorescent light. A 
girl looked up from her green screen and 
frowned, 1 turned away. The welrdo had 
followed me around to the adjacent window, 
the snot bubble was now bigger, permanently 


Inflated, hls/her tongue was hanging from Its 
gaping mouth and the hands were Just a 
flailing blur. 1 wanted to leave, forget the 
coples, but the freak outside was a worry!ng 
sight. A feint question filtered through the 
finger-clicking. "How many? Ten?".ceceeKA= 
CHUN. eKA-CHUN. eWHIRRRRe « KA-CHAc e"Oo00ps, 
that's not rightece"see! looked at my watch, 
unsure of how long I'd been here. The girl 
was making unnecessarily loud nolses with 
that mint, her blue fingernallts left seml- 
circular tracks all over the keyboard, and 
now she began to rock with rhythmic motlons 
In her chalr which emitted an Infurlating 
squeal desperate for lubrication. BehInd me a 
dalsy-wheel printer suddenly started 
hammering Itke a pneumatic drill, It was 
producing nothing but I!Ines of full-stops on 
the continuous stationary. The copy man had 
duplicated on white and had to refill with 
green and start again. The freak outside was 
a guy after all, his dick was hanging from 
his trousers and smearing the glass with a 
tacky residue. A car alarm was triggered In 
the road and It started to rain. 


"Success," he sald and tapped the sheets 
together on the counter, the yellowing smile 
stretched wide with self-gratification. | 
wiped the sweat from my brow and reached Into 
my pocket for some cash. Before he handed 
them over he sald, "Now, you're quite happy 
with green?" | simply smiled, handed over the 
money, took the coples and left. The welrdo 
has disappeared, probably worrled by the 
attention the car alarm would attract, and 
the rain, now heavier, started washing his 
seminal deposit from the window. | walked 
slowly through the downpour, the experlence 
In the shop has drained my energy and 
enthuslasm. But, as the raln-blots on my 
shirt merged Into one dark saturation, | was 
Insptred by the thought that one day the 
NEKROMANTIK 2 text will loosen Itself from 
the Innards of that CANON copler and some 
poor unfortunate soul wlll have a paragraph 
of "corpse-fucking" printed on thelr Innocent 
document. 
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TOD SLAUGHTER: THE WORLD'S GREATEST ad ACTOR? 


Jean-Claude Michel 


My research Into Tod Siaughter began 
many years ago, In 1969, Even after ali 
these years, |! am stil! astonished by the 
Incredible obscurity and obfIvion Into which 
he has fallen. Sure, that's the lot of most 
stage players, given the ephemeral nature of 
thelr art, but Slaughter also made films. 
Slaughter was the last great representative 
of a genre, the Victorian melodrama, which 
was highly popular In Its day and which can 
still be enjoyed even now by the most 
sophisticated modern audiences - as proven 
by the success of the musical adaptation of 
SWEENEY TODD In Broadway and London, In 
thelr Victorlan hey-day, such plays were 
fully appreciated by audlences terrified by 
the horrendous crimes of a demon barber, or a 
malevolent squire, while at the same tlIme 
smiling at the outrageous story = and 
Interpretation. Thankfully, the duallty of 
this appreciation was fully rendered In most 
of Tod Slaughter's movies - even In the 
absence of a 'true' audience. If sometimes 
static, artistically deficient and slow 
moving, these fllms are fun, and Slaughter's 
detestable villains are always enjoyable for 
all thelr negative qualities. They are far 
superior In any case, to most of the 
mechanised, robotIized, 'monsters' of our day. 
They are a welcome change to cretInous antIi- 
heroes, of modern horror films. 


Born March 19th, 1885 In Newcastle-Upon—Tyne, 
Slaughter performed In over 500 plays, 
sketches and comedies, from 1905 to 1956, 
During these years, this huge man a with 


First, I+ must be sald that the following wonderfully sinister face, played everything 
plece Is not, In any way, a complete or from murderers to grave-robbers, with a 
definite study of Tod Sfaughterts filmic predifection for lecherous squires always In 
career...If only because some of his movies pursult of a herolne. HIs style Is highly 
have been lost, while others remain unlisted melodramatic, of course, and he was once 
In even the most comprehensive catalogues of called "The world's greatest bad actor," 
British cinema. At least one of Slaughter's Slaughter enjoyed each minute of his acting 
movies was never made, or left unfinished, Ilfe, gave pleasure to miiilons of people, 
while some featurettes - made towards the end and was so successfully, that In the 1920's 
of Slaughter's relatively short film career - took over the Theatre Royal, Chatham, 
were made but apparently never released. remalning there for four years, Then he 


™ Pemon BARBER 


of FLEET STREET/£@ 
Tod Slaughter a ro j 


“The Horror Man of Euro 


became the director of the Elephant & Castle 
Theatre for more than three years where he 
revived such plays as MARIA MARTEN, SWEENEY 
TODD, JACK SHEPPARD, etc. Later, he added 
the dual role of DR JEKYLL & MR HYDE to his 
repertory, was WIlllam Hare In THE WOLVES OF 
TANNERS CLOSE/THE CRIMES OF BURKE AND HARE, 
Chevaller Luclo del Gardo In THE FACE AT THE 
WINDOW, Long John SIlver In TREASURE ISLAND, 
LANDRU etc... 

John Michael Marten In an article In the 
U.S. fanzine TRUMPET In 1969, writes that 
"..epart of Slaughter's greatness, no doubt, 
lay In hls uncanny knowledge of his 
audiences. He chose to perform melodrama 
because this? people loved themeee” 
Consequently, Slaughter was practically never 
In a West End play, and was largely Ignored 
by the 'Intelligentsla.* But then, cinematic 
masterpleces, Iike Erle C. Kenton's ISLAND OF 
LOST SOULS, or Tod Browning's FREAKS, were 
also of ‘bad taste’ for contemporary 
criticseec.e 


A SQUIRE, A BARBER, A SPLIT-PERSONALITY 


In 1935, George King, an Independent producer 
who had a long and Interesting career, began 
the clInematic cycle of Slaughter melodramas 
with an adaptation of MARIA MARTEN, OR, 
MURDER IN THE RED BARN - an old play from an 
unknown author and Inspired by a real murder 
case of the 1820's In Suffolk. Slaughter 


THE TICKET OF LEAVE MAN 


plays WIlllam Corder, the local squire, who 
has a secret affair with Marla (Sophle 
Stewart), the daughter of one of his farmers. 
Belng an Inveterate player, he Is rulned and 
must envisage to marry an old woman to 
continue his dissolute life. But Marla 
confesses to him that she Is pregnant, and 
the squire promises to marry her, but then 
viclously kllls her In a red barn on a stormy 
night... Of course, thanks to the suspiclon 
of Carlos (Eric Portman), the gypsy lover of 
Marla, his crime Is discovered and Corder Is 
sentenced to death and hanged In front of the 


prison - with the hangman belng none other 
than the vengeful Carlos. 

Directed by Milton Rosmer, the movie Is 
not among Slaughter's best, but has Its 
moments. It contalIns a short prologue 
whereIn a compere, on a stage, presents us 
with the players and Introduces Slaughter 
with a shiver. 

The fact that the heroine Is_ klliled 
after some 25 minutes pre-dates PSYCHO by 25 
years. 


SWEENEY TODD, THE DEMON BARBER OF FLEET STREET 


Slaughter himself, with his first filmic 
adaptation, Is wonderful. He alternates 
comle expression (confronted with the 
prospect of marrying the old woman), with a 
truly sinister manner (Maria's murder, and 
his meeting with the suspecting Carlos), 
often combining both qualities. 

As are most of Slaughter's characters, 
Willlam Corder Is a coward - adding another 
nice touch to Slaughter's villains, who are 
full of arrogance, absolutely vold of any 
positive qualities, always trying to steal 
money or women, and become hysterical when 
unmasked. 


This first outing belng good enough to get a 
British distribution by the prestigious 
Metro~Goldwyn-Mayer, George King directed a 
second offering, SWEENEY TODD, THE DEMON 
BARBER OF FLEET STREET In 1936. 

Stella Rho, who played a "gypsy crone" 
In MARIA MARTEN was elevated to the rank of 
co-star as Mrs Lovatt, Sweeney Todd's partner 
In crime. The story of Sweeney Todd Is too 
famillar to warrant a synopsis here. 

In spite of Its flaws (a somewhat 
derivative sub-plot Involving a captain belng 
assaulted by savages and giving his precious 
pearls to the hero when he dles) this movie 
adaptation remains the best of all (others 
were made In 1926, 1928, and a really 
atrocious version In 1969 by Andy MII IIgan 
called BLODDTHIRSTY BUTCHERS) thanks to 
Slaughterts magnificent hammy acting and rich 
dialogue. 


With THE CRIMES OF STEPHEN HAWKE, 1936, 
Slaughter was glven his first masterplece, a 


new “old melodrama", written by Frederic 
Haywood. As Hawke, a kind of money lender, 
who becomes the terrible "Spine-Breaker"™ when 
necessity demands, Slaughter Is Incredible In 
a difficult duaf role. The transformation 
from Hawke to the criminal Breaker Is made 
with subtlety. The Breaker has Irrepressible 
strength and when he Is on the point of being 
unmasked by his best friend, he accidentally 
breaks a stone statuette - the effect Is 
wonderful. Of course, Hawke must kIIi his 
friend the following night... STEPHEN HAWKE 
Is an exception In that for once, Slaughter 
has no venal Interest In any woman: the only 
motivation for his hideous crime Is his 
paternal love for his daughter! It's one of 
the rare Slaughter characterizations with 
truly human sentiments. Also Hawke has an 
Incredibly handicapped servant In the guise 
of Nathaniel (Ben Soutten) who Is 
hunchbacked, one-legged, and blind In one 
eyel Hilarious dialogue abounds, like In the 
scene where Hawke Is approached by the 
obnoxfous police chief for the hand In 
marriage of his daughters 

(Sultor): So, further discussion Is In order 
Sir? 

(Hawke): Naturally, then we can come to 
"grips" with the matter. 

(Sultor): Good. Then we can clinch the 
bargain eh? 

(Hawke): "Clinch" Is the word, Sir. 

(Sultor): Then you'l! back me up? 

(Hawke): Definitely, I'll be "right behind" 
yous 


Later on of course Hawke uses his gargantuan 
hands to break the rogue's neckee. 

It must also be noted that In STEPHEN 
HAWKE Tod Slaughter breaks, not only spines, 
but one of the rules of the period: he coldly 
kITIs a child, an obnoxious little boy who 
catches him spying on his parents house for a 
planned robbery. How Slaughter, and George 
King, could film this sequence - the first 
scene of the movie after an amusing prologue 
- and pass It without problem before the 
British Board of Censors remalns a_ total 
mystery, even If the murder does happen off 
camera. 


INTERMISSION 


After STEPHEN HAWKE, Tod Slaughter was bl {led 
as "another showman" [In a 1937 John Baxter 
film, SONG OF THE ROAD. According to reviews, 
It was an Interesting work about an old man, 
BIII (Bransby Willfams), thrown out of work 
by the mechanical age, and who takes up his 
horse Polly on the open road. After various 
ups and downs during thelr stay at a carnival 
and a farm, BIII and Polly finally settle 
down to country life. 

To date, [| am unable to get a copy of 
this film but, from the stills avallable at 
the British Flim institute, It appears that 
the role of Slaughter must be very eplsodic: 
all the stills depicting him are from the 
same sequence. 


DARBY AND JOAN, also made [n 1937 and 
feleased by MGM, was directed by Syd 
Courtenay from a novel by "Rita" (true 
Identity unknown - can someone help?) seems 
more Interesting for a Sltaughter fan, but 
unfortunately recelved very bad reviews, and 
has apparently disappeared altogether. The 
MONTHLY FILM BULLETIN labelled It as an "old=- 
time melodrama" and sald of It: "Darby Is a 
little blind giri and Joan {ts her devoted 
elder sister. The latter falls In love with 
Yorke, an Idle scamp, but marries her uncle, 
Sir Ralph, who Is a family benefactor. There 
Is much argument (close up) between Yorke and 
Joan of the "You must" and "f cannot" order 
before she steals Into the garden at 10pm to 
bid him aie final farewell. Immediately 
afterwards he Is found shot. Things look bad 
for Sir Ralph but the blind child's keen 
hearing gives the correct clue and husband 
and wife fall Into each others arms. Dialogue 
and outlook are of the sentimental Victortfan 
novel; action Is slow and angles repetitive, 
though some of the photography Is of nice 
quality. The tittle girl, Pamefta Bevan, shows 
real talent In portraying blindness but the 
acting Is weak and the direction Is 
amateurish." (MFB, 31 March 1937). 

Tod Slaughter fs billed as "Mr 
Templeton", but the avallable short synopsis 
of DARBY AND JOAN doesn't establish the 
Importance of hls role. Can he possibly be 
the real murderer (for a time, SIr Ralph Is 
suspected)? 


ANOTHER SQUIRE, A TIGER AND A SNAKE 


Stitt tn 1937, Slaughter came back In his 
usual form In IT*S MEVER LATE TO MEND, 


IT'S NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND 


directed by David MacDonald (George King 
producing) from the venerable play by Charles 
Reade and Arthur Shirley. Equipped with a 
superb moustache, Slaughter plays the 
malevolent Squire Meadows, who Is also the 
sadistic governor of the local prison. The 
description of the prison tortures Is both 
accurate and horrifying, with -— among other 
delights - such things as a metal straight 
jacket, a stone mill, etc. Coveting village 
mald Susan (Marjorie Taylor who four times 


had the honour of being the object of 
Slaughter's attentions), the Squire bribes 
the local constable to bring a charge of 
poaching against George Flelding, whom Susan 
loves, But the pian Is folled when Tom, a 
friend of George, unexpectediy shoulders the 
blame. Squire takes revenge by Inflicting on 
him =the most ferocious crueitleseee 


BI ad : 
THE CURSE OF THE WRAYDONS 


Meanwhile, George has gone to seek his 
fortune In Australla. He writes regularly to 
Susan but the Squire Intercepts the letters 
and, after securing a mortgage on her 
father's farm, persuades her to accept his 
hand In marriage. George, now rich, returns 
to England on the day after the wedding... Of 
course, the Squire ends up by getting a taste 
of the dreaded prison treadmi!li he has so 
gleefully Inflicted on others. 


THE TICKET OF LEAVE MAN, again In 1937 but 
directed by George King, has virtually the 
same elements as the earlier fllms. Slaughter 
plays villainous "Tiger Dalton" who runs a 
benevolent soclety for ex-convicts with the 
Intention of dragging them back Into a IIfe 
of crime, Alded by a malicious, archetypal 
Jew (Frank Cochran) Tiger resorts to 
blackmall to force a young man (for who's 
Imprisonment he was to blame) to rob the 
safes in a bank he works for. Of course, the 
young man Is loved by May (Marjorie Taylor, 
who else?) who Is desired by the lecherous 
Tiger. The plot also Involves a detective, 
Hawkshaw, who tracks Tiger during 71 minutes 
of good melodrama. Jenny Lynn, who plays "Mrs 
Willoby", a positive character, was In fact 
Tod Slaughter's real wife. They married in 
1912, and the union only ended = with 
Slaughter's death In February 1956. Often his 
partner on stage, and at feast on one 
occaslon on television, she apparentiy co- 
starred only twice with her husband In 
movies, the second time belng for Tod's last 
feature, THE GREED OF WILLIAM HART, 1948, 
where she played the wife of...Moore, 


Slaughter's accomplicel 

Although they have their own qualities 
{especially the depiction of a Victorian 
prison In #T*S NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND, and 
the two different characterizations of the 
Tiger and the amlable philanthropist In THE 
TICKET OF LEAVE MAN) these two 1937 
melodramas were considered as Inferlor to the 
previous three movies, so George King had 
perhaps resented the necessity of a slight 
change for his star. So In 1938 both were 
back on form with SEXTON BLAKE AND THE HOODED 
TERROR, a pleasant detective thriller full of 
stabbings, shootings, polsoned arrows, and 
even a death chamberi The elaborate plot 
moves from Saigon to London to Paris and 
concerns a worldwide organisation known as 
the Hooded Terror, lead by a master criminal, 
The Snake (Slaughter). Private detective 
Sexton Blake (George Curzon), with the help 
of his young assistant Tinker (Tony Sympson) 
and the French spy Julle (Greta Gynt) unmasks 
Michael Larron, a philatelist, as belng The 
villains. 

Interestingly, The Snake escapes the 
police at the film's end, making way for a 
sequel that never material lsed, 

Sexton Blake made a sub-rate Sherlock 
Holmes, but cinematographically this film Is 
far superior to some of the British 
adaptations of Conan Doyle's works of the 
same perlod: Arthur Wontner's SILVER BLAZE 
for instance Is languid at best and falls to 
sustain much Interest. George Curzon made two 
earlier Sexton Blake films In 1935 — SEXTON 
BLAKE AND THE BEARDED DOCTOR, SEXTON BLAKE 
AND THE MADEMOISELLE - without George King or 
Slaughter, and, of course, the role was taken 
by many other actors In previous and 
subsequent years. 

In 1938, Slaughter appeared In a “Pathe 
Pictorial" (#131). 


MORE HIDEOUS CRIMES: A WOLF AND AN IMPOSTER 


With THE FACE AT THE WINDOW (1939), King and 
Slaughter made a welcome return to the 
bravura and quality of thelr earfler three 
films, and, by common opinion, even surpassed 
those previous collaborations. This Is due 


tn part, to the excellence of the materlal - 
a story which Involves elements of horror and 
sclence fiction, mixed with melodrama at Its 
best. Like Its predecessors, THE FACE AT THE 
WINDOW Is sometimes static In Its mlse-en- 
scene, but then this was possibly the best 
way to support a Tod Staughter performance; 
full of mannerisms and wonderful theatrical 
quirks, As was recorded In the MONTHLY FILM 
BULLETIN, "Staughter's acting Is very 
melodramatic, full of starts, gnashIng teeth 
and villalnous smiles, but thls sults the 
pecullar march of events." MFB also went on 
to recommend the flim to those over 18 years 
only. It was, for a tong time, considered 
the most terrifylng British fllm ever made, 
due particularly to some Impressive 
appearances of 'The Face’, a bestlal, 
deformed man who howls Itke a wolf after each 
of the murders, which are committed by a 
killer named ‘The Wolf.! Apparently ‘The 
Face’ Is not The Wolf, but only his 
accomplice, appearing suddenly at a window In 
order to attract the attention of the victim 
who Is then stabbed In the back by the real 
mysterlous klilfer. This killer/The wolf Is, 


In fact, Chevaller Luclo del Gardo 
(Slaughter), who covets Ceclle (Marjorte 
Taylor), a banker's beauttful daughter. Del 
Gardo kIIts the banker, and accuses Luclen, 
Ceclle's fover, of the crime. Luclen 
escapes. Cecile obtalns police permlsslon 
for a sclentific experlIment (1) on her dead 
father, In whIch she hopes to prove that del 
Gardo Is the true murderer. When the 
sclentIist conducting the test ts also kIIled 
by The Wolf, Luclen re-appears and takes 
charge, and neatly tricks del Gardo Into 
betraying his gulIlt. Pursued by Luclen and 
the police, de! Gardo reaches his home, 
where, caged In the attic, Is his half— 
brother, the monstrous ‘Face’... 

"Another triumph for Slaughter; easlIly 
his best to date" was a general comment of 
the press on THE FACE AT THE WINDOW's 
release, But both KIng and Slaughter almost 
bettered It with thelr followlng, and 
tragically last work together: CRIMES AT THE 
DARK HOUSE, 


CRIMES AT THE DARK HOUSE Is a 69 minute 
adaptation of the WiIkle Collins gothIc 


novel, THE WOMAN IN WHITE (published In 
1859). "Cast and direction have co-operated 
admirably In putting over this marvellous 
story In exactly the right manner," wrote the 
eritic of the MONTHLY FILM BULLETIN. The 
film ts a tongue-in-cheek catalogue of crimes 
committed by the Indefatigable Sfaughter, who 
poses as Sir Percival Glyde. The real Glyde 
has been klifed in Austrafia when on the 
point of returning to England to reciaim his 
heritage. First, the false Glyde discovers he 
Is almost rulned when subjected to blackma!l 
by the mysterfous Count Fosco and a woman 


MYSTERIES OF THE WAR YEARS 


Too old to serve In WWIf (but he had served 
In the RFC and the RAF fn the First World 
War), Slaughter continued to tour with his 
beloved plays. in 1944, he was touring the 
provinces with JACK THE RIPPER, LANDRU, 
DOCTOR JEKYLL & MR HYDE, NELL GWYNNE, and 
others. And, In August and September of 
1945, he co-starred with E!fen Pollock In a 
season of grand guignol plays at the 
Granviffie Theatre, Wafham Green. The five 
plays tn which he appeared were: THE MASK, 


claiming to be the mother of Sir Percival's 
Iifegitimate daughter! Having impregnated a 
servant maid, the false Glyde is forced Into 
kitling her. Later, he kif_s another girl 
who suspects him, throws her mother Into a 
pond, forces the heroine to marry him, and so 
on. He finally strangles Fosco, who had 
become his accomplice, and Is eventually 
trapped tn a bfazing church, The camera 
dwelis on his fists pounding the floor tn 
agony, as he shrieks, "f don't want to die!" 

Sir Percival Glyde remains one of 
Slaughter's best charactertzations, perhaps 
even the best. The vileness of his acts (the 
fifm has more bizarre crimes than any other 
Slaughter vehicle) Is bafanced by the 
outrageous and hilarfous sides to his part. 
The dlalogue fs so rich It warrants a 
mentions: 

"Red lips and red wine for the rest of 
the evening, eh, my pretty?" 

"So you wanted to be a bride, eh? Well, 
so you shall be...a bride of death!" 

"A fittie hunting trick 1 learned In 
Australia - kill the mother and the waifs 
wilt follow." 

"Get out - or I'Ilf set the dogs on you!" 

"I'Tl feed your entrails to the pigs!" 


Unfortunately, CRIMES AT THE DARK HOUSE was 
not only the zenith of the King/Slaughter 
colfaborations, but also the end of their 
association. The reason for the separation 
Is not known; perhaps It was due to the war, 
or a desire by King to make other kinds of 
movies. Between 1941 and 1945, St!aughter's 
career becomes obscure, as we will see... 


THE OLD WOMEN, SOMETHING MORE IMPORTANT, THE 
MONKEY*®S PAW and HAVE A HEART. In THE OLD 
WOMEN, from an original French play by Andre 
de Lorde - the most famous of grand guigno! 
authors - he played the drag rofe of “La 
Borgnesse" (the one~eyed woman), who, at the 
climax, gouges out the heroine's eyes with a 
pin, and holds them up for the audience's 
approval in a green spotlight, as the curtain 
Is towered! 

According to Richard Gordon In FILMS IN 
REVIEW, 1987: "Tod was In his element fn 
grand guignol and left an unforgettable 
Impression on all who saw him. There was 
some talk of filming several of these plays 
as theatrical features, but the plan did not 
materlalize.* 


Four years previous, In 1941, Tod S!aughter 
appeared In a featurette titled, SOLDIERS 
WITHOUT UNIFORM, A film so obscure It's not 
even [fisted In the comprehensive British Flim 
catalogue (1895 to 1985). 1 wrote to Mr 
Denis Gifford about this film, but he had 
never heard of It. However, there Is 
absolute proof of Its existence, as the 
British Board of Film Censors (as It was 
called then), passed It for a certificate on 
December 16, 1941; they gave It a ‘'U! 
(without cuts). The running time fs 33 
minutes and 19 seconds (2999 ft), and the 
owners were Associated Independent Producers 
Ltd. The cast afso Includes Ellen Po!!ock 
and lan Fleming. To date, { have been unable 
to find any other Information on this film, 
neither the director nor the subject, not to 
mention the rest of the credits. it's the 


first great Slaughter mystery - but at least 
we know the film was madel 


~ se 2. = 


THE GREED OF WILLIAM HART 


Another movie, THE VENGEANCE OF MAGNUS VANN, 
made In 1942, 44 or 46 (1), Is even more 
enigmatic as we don't have proof of Its 
existence. This title was IIsted among Tod 
Slaughter's credits In at least one British 
source, but neither the British Fiim 
Institute, nor the BBFC have any Information 
on It. It cannot be a shooting title or 
something sImifar, as none of the credits of 
any Slaughter film have a character named 
"Magnus Vann.' Buttes. A rather elusive short 
of 1946, titled THE HOUSE IN RUE RAPP (part 
of a three episode series, directed by Ronald 
Hatnes, under the generic title APPOINTMENT 
WITH FEAR, and released as shorts by 
Twentfleth Century Fox), has, according to a 
Belglan source, a character named... Maggins 
Vann. Unfortunately, we have only three 
actors! names IIsted In most reference books 
for this short, and Slaughter Is not among 
them. Maybe the character's name Is purely 
colIncildental, but the enquiry continues... 
This Is the second great Slaughter mystery! 


SWEENEY AGAIN, JACK, AND BURKE & HARE 


In 1945, Slaughter appeared In a curlosity, 
BOTHERED BY A BEARD, a documentary of 36 
mins. directed by E V H Emmett for Gaumont 
British Instructional. It Is the story of 
shaving through the ages, beginning with the 
bronze age, continuing with Egypt and 
Assyria, India and Burma. The film shows 
Samuel Pepys shaving with pumice stone and, 
of course, when coming to Victorian England, 
demonstrating the real meaning of a “cut- 
throat" razor with the glorious Sweeney Todd, 
once again played by his most famous 
Interpreter. This segment was considered 
terrifying enough to land the film with an 
"A" certificate when released In January, 
1946. 

The same year, Slaughter began a new 
assoclation with Ambassador Film Productions 
(aka Famous Films), a IIttle company who 
owned what was perhaps the smallest of all 
British film stages, Bushey Studios. From 
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1940 to 1947, Ambassador re-released all of 
the old King/Staughter productions. They were 
satisfied enough with the results to produce 
thelr own Slaughter vehicles. The assocltation 
ran from 1946 to 1952. 


THE CURSE OF THE WRAYDONS (US title 
STRANGLER'S MORGUE), thelr first essay, was 
also at 92 mins, by far the longest of all 
Slaughter movies. According to critics of the 
day, It was also “slow to the extent of belng 
Irritating" and “falled miserably as a 
melodrama except In the traditional 
overacting.” The reviewer from the MONTHLY 
FILM BULLETIN also added "there are moments, 
however, especially In the closing sequence, 
that make laughs IrrepressIble." [t+ would be 
unfair of me to give my own opinion as | 
have, to date, been unable to see this 
pleture. The movie, an adaptation of "Spring— 
Heeled Jack, the Terror of London", Is about 
Philip Wraydon (Slaughter) who returns to 
England after exile In France as head of 
Napoleon's spy network. He has developed an 
Insane hatred of England In general, and his 
brother's family In particular. He also has a 
flair for Inventing contraptions designed to 
crush the IIfe out of each member of the 
family. His nephew only escapes a painful end 
through the English representatives of 
Wraydon's spy ring, who, for the first time, 
suddenly find themselves full of courage and 
common sense, Because of this, It Is PhIIIp 
Wraydon himself, who tests the efficiency of 
his own diabolical machine. It Isn't apparent 
from the synopsis above, but most of the 
reviews credit this film as belng, “an 
adaptation of Jack the Ripper". 


THE GREED OF WILLIAM HART, 1948, (US title 
HORROR MANIACS), from the same company, was a 
version of the Burke and Hare story, scripted 
by no less than John GIIIIng who later 
adapted his screen play for his own directed 
THE FLESH AND THE FIENDS. This first 


The person centre of Tod Slaughter (laft) 


and Henry Oscar (right) is Jenny Lynn aka 


Mrs Tod Slaughter 


adaptation, although handicapped by the 
exiguity of the Bushey Studios (the film has 


THE WORLD'S 


{NHUMAN MONSTER FOD SLAUGHTE 


SEE! THE MOSTGRUESOME EVENTS EVER RECORDED ONFILM 


no exterlors apart from two or three street 
corners; most scenes are located In a tavern, 
In the body-snatchers talir, In a doctor's 
office and so on), has many virtues, notably 
the Inspired casting. If Slaughter excels 
himself as Hart, he Is ably supported by 
Henry Oscar (who was later In THE BRIDES OF 
DRACULA) as Moore, Some of thelr crimes are 
particularly sadistic for the  perlod 
especially as we become famiilar with thelr 
victims, IIke Mary Paterson (Mary Love) or 
poor "Daft Jamie" Wilson (an endearing 
character!zatlon by Aubrey Woods). The film's 
tone Is rather gloomy, wlth Moore and Hart 
depicted as truly sordid people, without a 
hint of the smallest virtue. At the end, Hart 
turns Informer and puts the entire 
responsibility of the crime on Moore, who Is 
captured. But Hart's triumph Is short IIved, 
when In a terrific climax, he Is lynched by 
an Infurlated mob. The characters of thelr 
respective spouses Is also well observed, 
with Mrs. Moore (Jenny Lynn, Mrs Tod 
Slaughter) belng In every way as repulsive as 
Hart, and Mrs Hart (Winlfred Melville) a 
victim of the other three. Judging from some 
of the existing production stills, the movie 
was made under the title of BURKE AND HARE, 
but the censors rather foollshly objected to 
the use of the real names (which were used In 
the play version), so the soundtrack had to 
be altered tm parts, resulting In some badly 
over—dubbed references to "Hart" and "Moore", 

In spite of an excellent review In the 
pages of MONTHLY FILM BULLETIN (who were so 
hard toward the first Ambassador/Slaughter 
venture), THE GREED OF WILLIAM HART was 
unfortunately the last real Slaughter 
feature, In 1952 and 1954, Ambassador 
released other “features", but, as we'li see, 
they were merely a disgulse for ‘pasted 
together! featurettes. 


In 1950, Tod Slaughter appeared on the BBC In 
SPRING-HEELED JACK, THE TERROR OF EPPING 
FOREST, which was televised from the Theatre 
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IN HIS TWO NEWEST 
CREATIONS JJ 


Royal, Stratford, London. It was another 
version of the famous play with Slaughter 
himself once agaln the demonlac Inventor. 
Later he made another TV appearance, In 
HERE*S HOWARD In 1951, probably as himself. 


FURTHER MYSTERIES 


In 1952, Tod Slaughter was Involved In a 
serles of featurettes made by Ambassador at 
the Bushey Studios, but belng contemporary 
storles, they had exterlors and locations for 
a change. No Information on how many of these 
featurettes were made Is avallable because 
although orlgInally planned for television, 
they were never alred on the IIttle screen. 
So, two of these shorts, MURDER AT THE GRANGE 
and A GHOST FOR SALE (both with a running 
time of 32/33 mins) were released 
theatrically In 1955. Before that, others In 
the serles, pasted-up as "features", were 
released as KING OF THE UNDERWORLD and 
MURDER AT SCOTLAND YARD, In 1952 and 1953/54 
respectively. Most reference books relate 
that each of the films were made up of three 
storles, but with running times of 82 and 75 
minutes respectively one can Imagine the 
extensive cuts Infllcted to the orlginal 
shorts of 32/33 minutes each! It's not 
surprising that MONTHLY FILM BULLETIN could 
write of MURDER AT SCOTLAND YARD that It was 
"a succession of sketchy and barely related 
characters and Incldents, falling to arouse 
sympathy or excitement...” If some 20 minutes 
were eliminated In the process. 

Apart from the WWIT titles mentioned 
earller, these 1952 titles are the lesser 
known of ail Tod Slaughter films, so I'Il 
talk about them to some greater extent (1 
cannot, of course, give an appreciation, only 
the uncovered facts). 

One of the theatrical shorts, A GHOST 
FOR SALE, although directed, produced and 
scripted by the same people, apparently has 
nothing In common with the rest of the series 


rr 


of featurettes, This particular short Is a 
perlod plece, with Slaughter appearing as a 
Manor caretaker who narrates to a_ couple 
(Patrick Barr, Tucker McGuire), the story of 
an early proprietor of the castle. Here are 
Inserted scenes from THE CURSE OF THE 
WRAYDONS made sIx years earller. Then, on 
return to the present, we discover that the 
caretaker Is the ghost of the ancient 
proprietor! According to the stills, 
Slaughter's costume In A GHOST FOR SALE Is 
almost exactly the same as that worn In THE 
CURSE OF THE WRAYDONS, and In fact stills 
used for the earller fllm were again used to 
publicise the 1952 release. Printed sources 
state that Barr and McGuire have no character 
names [In this film, belng designed only as 
"man" and "wife". It could be an error of 
course, but the film Itself appears so 
different from the maln serles of featurettes 
that we are almost 99% sure that It Is not a 
part of It. _ 


p/ 
r / 


DEATH AT THE FESTIVAL (episode of the 
INSPECTOR MORLEY series never distributed) 


Apparently, the other theatrically 
released short, MURDER AT THE GRANGE, Is part 
of the serles because Patrick Barr appears as 
“Inspector John Morley" as In the other 
shorts. Curfously, Tucker McGulre, who Is In 
all the other 1952 shorts, Is not IIsted 
among the players In reference books, but 
they are so Incomplete It Is possibly an 
omission. Tod Slaughter Is listed as "the 
Butler", but It Is probable that he merely 
poses as a butler In thls episode, and Is In 
fact the master criminal appearing In the 
rest of the serles. 


Now the two features. First of all, we don't 
know the titles of the episodes which were 
used to make up these "features". Maybe the 
titles were mentloned In the original prints, 
but nobody seems to have ever seen theml The 
serles Involves an ex detective of the Yard, 
John Morley (Patrick Barr) who, helped by 
Elleen Trotter (Tucker McGulre), has an 
endless struggle agalnst the arch-criminal 
Terence Reflly (not Riley as printed In all 
the sources), Among The regulars are Frank 
HawkIns (as Inspector Cranshaw) and Tom 
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(spisede of the 
INSPECTOR MORLEY seriss never distributed) 


MURDER IN THE STRANO 


Macauley (Inspector Grant). 

The first time 1 wrote to the BFI to 
obtaln stifls of these 1952 titles, I was of 
course, asking for the four titles 1 knew 
about; two "features" and two featurettes. 
Incredibly, the BFI also had stills from 
separate eplsodes under thelr original 
titles! Not credited In any reference books, 
these eplsodes only exist In the form of 
stills In the BFI archives! And - most 
Incredible of all - the BFI has 11 titles of 
shorts when apparently only elght were 
produced: six as the two "features" (with 
titles unknown), and two as theatrically 
released shorts! So from thls total of 11 
shorts, at least three were, not only 
unknown, but apparently never released. 

| say “at least three" because the 
existence of some shorts Is only proven by 
these stills at the BFI, maybe some others 
were made, remaining unknown to anybody 
because of an absence of stills at the BF... 

| wrote to the BBC who confirmed that 
these shorts were never alred on television. 
So to date, we know that at least 11 shorts 
were made (Including A GHOST FOR SALE which 
Is, as 1 sald, probably not a part of the 
serles). 

When 1 ordered the stills from the BFI, 
It became apparent that a short called REILLY 
AT BAY was used as part of the "feature" 
MURDER AT SCOTLAND YARD, as the respective 
set of stills have the same scene with only a 
Slight difference, But, to date, 1 have been 
unable to Identify what other shorts were 
used for the rest of the feature, and for 
KING OF THE UNDERWORLD, The quest continues! 


A British friend, Mike Davison, did an 
admirable Job of selecting the stills for me 
at the BFI; on the back of some of the 
stills, he discovered Identification of some 
of the actors depicted, permitting 
reconstructlon of some of the episodes (never 
printed anywhere, of course); he found on the 
back of a still from an eplsode called DARK 


PASSAGE, a note stating "No.10 In the 
Serles", But most of Important of all, he 
discovered the title of this 1952 Tod 
Slaughter serles, TRSPECTOR MORLEY, EX- 
SCOTLAND YARD. 

Judging from the stills, the Inspector 
Morley vs Terence Rellly saga seems quite 
enjoyable, as Slaughter appears in different 
disguises, with and sometimes without a 
beard. He also seems to play two different 
characters, as an eplsode credits him as 
playing "Patrick and Terence Rellly”™. 


That serles was the last cinematographic work 
of Tod Slaughter, apart from a 1954 short of 
19 mins. called PUZZLE CORNER No. 14, The 
same year he appeared on BBC In THIS IS SHOW 
BUSINESS (In May) and with Morcambe and Wise 
In RUNNING WILD (In June). In January 1956, 
he was a guest of the BBC quiz show WHAT®S MY 
LINE, and was pald £10 for hls participation. 

In February of the same year, Saturday 
18th, he was once again playing the 
villalnous squire wWilllam Corder tormenting 
poor Marla In MARIA MARTEN at the Hippodrome, 
Derby. For the last time In his IIlfe, he 
recelved the hisses and kisses of his 
audlence, an audlence who loved him. For, on 
the morning of Sunday 19th, he dled 


peacefully In hls bed at lodglngs. Having no 
children, he left behind hls wife since 1912, 
people who 


Jenny Lynn. And a million 


cher I shed him. 


actually ahot 
OF THE 
film which waa 
ueed for flaahback aequencee in A GHOST... 


A scene 
THE CURSE 


A GHOST FOR SALE 
for this movie and not 
WRAYDONS, a 1946 Slaughter 


Note: | would IIke to thank the following for 
thelr special assistance, Forrest J Ackerman, 
Jean-Claude Bernardo, Tony Clarke, Denis 
Glfford, Richard Gordon, Plerre Jouls, David 
A King, Jean-Paul Lacmant, Lynn Naron; all 
the kind and competent people at the British 
Film Institute; Channel 4, for thelr 
admirable effort to preserve Tod Slaughter on 
TV; and most of all, for the hours of almost 
fanatical research spent among archives, my 
friend Mike Davison. 

Of course, | would be delighted to hear 
from anybody with Information on the obscure 
Slaughter films | mentioned - or posslbly on 
others not mentloned! My address: 

178 Rue Du Docteur Bauer, 93400 Salnt-Ouen, 
France. Thank you. 


SEX GEWALT + GUTE LAUNE 


David Kerekes 


Though this first video offering of SEX, 
VIOLENCE & GOOD MOOD - a IIteral translation 
- consists entirely of German based 
Independent fllm makers, we are assured that 
subsequent volumes” will have a more 
International flavour. No matter, this Is a 
fine and varled sample In Itselfece 


DER KURZ-KRIMI, a complete TV cop show In 2 
minutes! Speeded-up car chases (from some 
bona fide TV show). Similarly, ALICE IN 
DALLAS Is a 2 minute porn movie. Speeded-up 
humping! 

FUR AXEL (18 mins) Is truly Inspired. A 
hit-and-run driver is himself the victim of a 
car accident when his own car runs over his 
foot. Man who drives him to hospital turns 
out to be a psycho. Bizarre twists and some 
split-screen photography. Great, best thing 
on the tape. 

Art corner; Ilve actlon and stop-motion 
animation In the b/w GLORIA (8 mins), a 
mixed-up brat kid with a mixed-up brat mom. 
Great moments when, out shopping, mom wipes 
dog shit off kld's shoe onto a tramp. 

Fans of WNEKROMANTIK 2 will recognise 
Monika M In the tale of PAUL DETTE, a young 
man who wakes up one morning to find he Is 
covered In green welts (sounds Iike a Charles 
Burns strip, no?). They wont scrub off so he 
goes and shoots people. At only 8 minutes you 
can't help but love this stuff. 

ANALSTAHL; two homicidal sIsters catch a 
couple of guys humping on the beach. One guy 
gets a rat-tali file shoved up his ass, 
attempts to run away with the fille sticking 
out but Is caught. Murder, Incest and a 
plastic penis. Repellent. 

SCHULZ. By God, another plastic penis! 
Is thls some national German past-time? 
Rambling story of a guy on the run and the 
hostage he makes a pass at. At 19 minutes, 
the longest thing on the tape. 

Last entry Is Jorg Buttgerelt's early 
BLUTIGE EXZESSE iM FUHRERBUNKER, 6 minutes of 
Hitler (someone In a rubber mask) In his 
bunker (someone's apartment) raising the 
dead. Polnt-blank mad. 


LOVE STORY 


Charlotte Brown 


The following sounds [Ike sclence fiction 
but Is In fact blology circa 1981. It Is a 
story of love - this Is why sclentists are 
sclentists, the whole universe Is a series 
of love storles. 


Lynn Margulis: she collected the evidence to 
support her view that the malin Internal 
structures of eucaryotic cells did not 
originate within the cells, but are 
descended from Independent Iiving creatures 
which Invaded the cells from the outside 
Ifke carrlers of an Infectious disease. 

The Invading creatures and their hosts 
then gradually evolved Into a relationship 
of mutual dependence so that the erstwhile 
disease organism became by degree a chronic 
parasite, a symblotic partner and finally an 
Indl spensable part of the substance of the 
host. 


UGLIEST FAMILY IN THE WORLD 


David Flint 


The ugilest family In the world Ilve near me. 
There are a lot of them, and each and every 
one Is Indescribably ugly. 

| was at school with one of them — on 
the rare occasions that she turned up. She 
was ugly then, and she's uglfler now. And fat. 
Her sister Is the same. So Is her mother. Her 
father and brothers aren't fat, but are still 
extremely ugly. 

The ugilest family In the world 
Increases In slze all the time. Every time 
you see them, they're always pushing prams. 
What sort of person could lower themselves to 
breed with such an ugly family? 

The ugilest family In the world are also 
stupId. Maybe It fits the Image. They shun 
education and Intellect Iike the plague. 
Perhaps they prefer to remain Ignorant. Then 
they never have to face up to the fact that 
they are the ugliest family In the world. 


A CUP OF COFFEE IN DOWNEY 


Ramon Mireles 


We begin our walk at the personal computer of 
Ramon Mireles, located In a tiny back room In 
his home at 7538 East 2nd Street, crowded 
with books and piles of paper. On the wall In 
front of his MacIntosh personal computer, 
Ramon has a framed painting of Winslow 
Homer's LOST ON THE GRAND BANKS showing a 
lone fisherman rowlng towards ai distant 
schooner, which Is salling away from him Into 
a gathering storm. In the fTsherman's rowboat 
Is a huge tuna fish he's caught. The Idea Is 
that the fisherman's companions aboard the 
schooner have abandoned thelr search for him; 
the storm wilf"overfake him, and hetl! have 
many a desperate hour before, with Tuck, some 
schooner of the fishing fleet may find hlm, 


Winslow Homer was famous for deplicting scenes 
of working sallors, some suffering at their 
work. As we walk out of thls small room, we 
pass the bedroom of pour only daughter, 
Lucia, who's up at Berkeley undergoing 
premedical studles; and so the room Is packed 
only with her "mlillons" of teddy bears, as 
If by keeping them she could somehow return 
to being the charming little girl she once 
was from the beautiful young coed she's now 
Become. 


One bit of "still life" | like to polnt out 
to visitors Is a rectangular group portralt 
of our kids as kids;three boys each In his 
lIttle league baseball unlform; then this 
charming "tomboy" Lucila dressed In her "Teddy 
Bears" (giris*) baseball team unfform, her 
pigtalis peeking out from underneath her 
baseball cap. 

We pass a large rectangular Spanish 
style fiving room, which Is great for parties 


(and really formal occasions, such as a visit 
from the Popel), If you can distract yourself 
from the somewhat stern motif of the room, 
showing both Spanish and Mexican Influences, 


Picasso's 
stylistically showIng a mother 
nuturing her child, and the pile of papers my 
wife keeps In this room, of all places! We 


including my wife's copy of 


MOTHERHOOD, 


almost never use this room, preferring 
Instead fhe family (television) room and the 
kitchen for most of our conversations and 
even parties. On with the walkl 

As we step outside Into the concrete 
rectangular porch, you wlll most Itkely first 
notice the rose bush next to the walkway 
leading out to 2nd Street and the one-storey, 
rambling ranch style house of our (Mexican) 
neighbours the Jimenez family. 

There Is a broad magnolla tree In the 
yard to our right, and beyond the JImenez 
house, you can see willows and palm trees 
(Downey has many many trees) to the left as 
we step out onto 2nd Street Itself (which Is 
only a block long, glving us a smug but 
friendly nelghbourly privacy). 

Chances are, theretiI be a big Jet 
coming In from the right (East) descending 
slowly onto Its landing filght path Into Los 
Angeles International Airport ("LAX") about 
five or ten minutes away (to the jet). The 
street Itself wlll be deserted; we'lf be the 
only ones out walking, chances are, 

The corner house on the right, at 2nd 
and Wiley-Burke, opposite our house, will be 
a Tudor style house with fine evergreen trees 
on Its well kept lawn; and the KlosInskl 
house - to the left and across the street 
about midway out to the cross street with 
PomeriIng ~ will feature a fine stand of 
cypress trees, 

We enter the street and turn left 
(looking West) and see another one-storey 
rambling house, this one recently occupled by 
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an Argentine family (1 belleve) whom we do 
not know o Its right, until quite recently 
there IIved an elderly couple from Stoke-on- 
Trent, England; that's LA for youl). 

Upon coming to Pomering, we see a 
magnificent evergreen on the corner house to 
our left; and as we turn left (we are now 
facing south) ahead, on Firestone Blvd, which 
Is always busy with some traffic, are two 
restaurants — to the left our "own" favourite 
small Chinese restaurant, “Jade Palace", 
where the (Mexican) walter knows us, as does 
the owner; and to the right, a_ large 
nondescript “greasy spoon"*, which ts our 
destination for "A cup of coffee In Downey", 
at Johnnie's Broller. 


* a "greasy spoon" Is a small roadside 
restaurant, of no particular claim to 
elegance or even neatness, but rellable for a 
quick cup of coffee and a sandwich for people 
"on the road", like truck drivers. It's a 
well known American [nstitution and slang 
(language). 


DESIGNED TO CRIPPLE YOUR PRIMAL-SPINAL.... 
THE WEIRD STORY OF SKYWALD PUBLISHING 


David Kerekes 


ww LEPROSY! 


ci 


Skywald Publishing, an American outfit which 
produced comle books during the '70's, are 
now defunct. For a time they maintained a 
success with thelr b/w non-comle code horror 
titles: PSYCHO, NIGHTMARE, and SCREAM. While 
It may be argued that any success that 
Skywald had Is rather negligible, fasting as 
the company did for only four years, what 
cannot be contended Is that at thelr peak 
(late 1972 to late 1974), these horror comics 
could have certainty wiped the fioor with the 
best of them - not feast of ali with that big 
noise of Illustrated horror, Warren 
Publishing and their EERIE and CREEPY titles. 
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MY 
GAAAWWWwwooDoD!/!/ 


Skywald created their own nightmare 
unlverse. Granted some of the eariler tales 
were juvenile monster yarns, but as Issues 
went on the horror began to get decldediy 
more psychological and offbeat. The Human 
Gargoyles for instance, was an on-going 
serles of a family born of stone on a 
frultless search for peace and happiness. The 
Saga Of The Victims had two young ladles 
meeting repulsive emissarles and addressing 
them with such pertinent questions as "What 
is horror?" or "Who is Torment?",. In the 
strip And If A Flend Should Come A-Caliin'... 
a pusher sells an hallucinogen called green 


gargoyle to a school kid. In The Hippy— 
$s Are Comin' a VW Beetle devours the 
rednecks who rape Its beautiful PeacenIk 
driver. In the case of The 13 Dead Things a 
man Is chalned In a decrepIt prison cell. He 
dreams of escape and bloody revenge on those 
who have Imprisoned him, but all the while 
hIs legs are belng eaten away by the ratsee. 


At thelr helght - or Golden Age to strike a 
more typical comlc book expresslon = Skywald 
had a unlque welrdness all to Itself. They 
had an attitude, something they called the 
“Horror—Mood", 

Here, In thls short detour Into the 
nightmare world of Skywald, we shal! unearth 
agaln NIGHTMARE, PSYCHO and SCREAM, and put a 
name to the man who almost single-handedly 
managed this  Horror-Mood: archale Alan 
Hewetson.ee 


Skywald began thelr serles of horror comics 
with the two titles, PSYCHO and NIGHTMARE. 


Both magazInes appeared In the early months 
of 1971, under the edItorshIp of Sol Brodsky. 
DespIte PSYCHO #1 having a truly great cover 
(The Skin And Bones Syndrome!) and NIGHTMARE 


LN 
SHORTLY, BACK IN HIS C 
; = 


ny 


already carryIng artists who would tater 
become staples of the Skywald unlverse, the 
early Issues were pretty garish and 
nondescript. Sure, Skywald would drop the 
tacky ads before long, (David Cassidy & Bobby 
Sherman Colour Photos! Frankensteln's Monster 
MaskI Life SIze, Glow-In-The-Dark Barnabas 
Poster!), but as things stood, PSYCHO and 
NIGHTMARE were sImply just another couple of 
horror comlcs on the market. 1972 however saw 


PSYCHO #7 and WIGHTMARE #8 
(July/August 1972) a certaln Al Hewetson was 
appoInted the post of Assoclate Editor. 
Before the subsequent Issues appeared 
however, Brodsky had left Skywald for the 
Marvel Comle Group, and Af Hewetson found 
himself as Editor. The Horror—Mood had begun, 


Skywald's horror storles began to get very 
noticeably wlider with Hewetson at the helm. 
Hewetson would collaborate wlth the artists, 
penning many of the twisted tales himself. He 
made no bones about his Insplratlons either; 
Hewetson loved the IumInary grand-masters of 
horror fiction. Not only did he quickly adopt 
the style of a pseudo-Poe or Lovecraft In hls 


Ralph Reese 


rt: 
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writing for Skywald, but he often adapted 
their storles outright. He also IIked to see 
his own face In comles, and In many of the 
strips, Hewetson's carlcature can be clearly 
seen Incorporated Into the story. 


Joae Gual 


Art: 


Archaic Al Hewetson 


PSYCHO and WIGHTMARE quickly began to 
read and look IIke the demented pages from 
some Insane notebook. Hewetson brought a 
fresh and looser feel to Skywald, even 
running short blographIical notes on members 
of his team In the Comments Pages. these 
would open up "...thIs...Is GROTESQUE GARY 
FRIEDRICH..-thIis guy Is totally devold of 
SANITY.ee" or such IIke. He would ramble 
IntermInably at every opportunity. The cover 
of PSYCHO #9 (November 1972), heralded the 
fact that Hewetson and the Horror—Mood had 
well and truly arrived with a blurb that 
read: 

"This Is the Issue of THE SLITHER- 

SLIME MAN...the creep who slIthers, 

hal f-dead, half burled...Into 

graves he doesn't own...to defile 

bodies he does not know..-his 
flithy, age-matted fingers grab the 
earth...tear at the coffins 
underneath.eerlp up a crumbling 
skull and horribly display It for 

YOU cee” 

And right enough, there he was The SIither~ 
Slime Man, displaying horribly a crumbling 


skull on the cover for our delectation. 
(.-eeHewetson II[ked to use a lot of dots too, 
foreecUheseedramatic effect...) 


BY Sa Ee 
= aca iy 
WH 


FIOM, | 


There could be no mistaking It, PSYCHO 
and NIGHTMARE were now well and truly Horror- 
Mood. The covers sald so ~ "A Skywald HORROR= 
MOOD Publication" ~ and a peek between the 
covers would confirm It. They suddenly had 
wayward suggestions to make to parents: 
rather than teach the algebraic roots of 3, 
It was argued In one Issue, It would be 
better to "teach children how to relate and 
cope with Ilfe." The would have Reader 
competitions which would announce prizes of 
gargoyle eggs to the readers who could best 
suggest why they would want to own such a 
thing. Readers wrote things Ilike, "...l'd 
Ike one because they make a perfect TOOL. 
You can commit an extremely bloody 
murder...Actually, a HUMAN SKULL can be 


crushed In the same manner with a common 
rock, but with a GARGOYLE EGG, the victim 
does not dle right away..." 

With the "Shoggoth" series (another 
derivative for Hewetson, this time of 
Lovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos), In whlch mere 
mortals would find themselves Inside the 


earth at the mercy of terrible man-eating 
creatures, Skywald even went so far as to 
announce they would soon be heading a crusade 
to the centre of the earth to try and stamp 
out the Shoggoth threat, and Invited readers 
to pledge their support and join In the 
expedition when called upon. Yes, things were 
certalnly getting welrd and even a IIttle 
disturbed at Skywald Publ Ilshing. 


Things appeared to be going well with PSYCHO 
and NIGHTMARE, some much so that Skywald 
Introduced a third horror title In August of 
1973 called SCREAM. The first two Issues of 
SCREAM were not only edited by Hewetson, but 
entirely written by him as well. Despite the 


Zesar 


Art: 
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fact that the second Issue (October 1973) 
does come over as belng a little tired and 
somewhat laboured, SCREAM #1 Is 
quintessential Horror-Mood, and makes for 
required Skywald reading. Anyone wanting an 
Introductlon to the macabre world of Horror~ 
Mood, could do no better than to pick up a 
copy of SCREAM #1. In It are to be found the 
best of Skywald artists, and the most twisted 
collection of storles ever to grace the pages 
of a single comlc magazine. Here Is the tale 
of I, Sifme, an old cripple who Is attacked 
by an escaped lunatic, beaten senseless and 
thrown to hls death from a tower. The old man 
comes back as slime to avenge his own death. 
In eeetiickory  Dickory Dockee. Anthony 
Cappelll Is a man who thinks he Is Dracula 
and cannot dle, He murders and drinks blood, 
and even vacates a coffin of Its corpse so he 
even has a place to sleep. When he winds up 
being mistakenly cremated, however, Anthony 


Cappelli screams his Tungs out. The Tale Of 
The Perfect Crime has a hen-pecked husband 
who forces rat polson down his wife's nagging 
throat and dissolves her body In a bath of 
acid. There Is not evidence; he has committed 
can't 


the perfect crime. 


TaughIngeee 


Only he stop 


SHE RAISED HER ARMS BUT THE WRENCH 
KNOCKED HER HANDS AWAY, WRISTS SNAPPING 
LIKE DRY TWIGS. YOU HIT HER IN THE BACK AND 
SHE GRUNTED LIKE APIG, HER FACE SMASHING 
INTO THE CARPET WITH A STRANOLED CRY... * fe 


The language was as rich, warped and on 


top exclamatory form as ever. 1 Slime for 
Instance opens with: 
",eol had no LEGS...ONCE | had, but 
they were SHOT OFF In a great 
WAR. es. I STILL made my own way In 
this world tho'...1 bullt myself a 
little PLATFORM to get around 
town...and I became the best 
MAILMAN the town ever had..." 


Although Hewetson In his _ Introduction, 
stipulates that SCREAM #1 heralds a new era, 
"Both for SKYWALD PUBLISHING and YOU..." 
there Is absolutely no difference whatsoever 
between SCREAM, PSYCHO or NIGHTMARE. They are 
all much of the same, which was In no way a 
bad thing ~ until that Is, thlngs started to 


Jeff Jonee 


art. 


gO wrongeece 

PossIbly the fist signal that all was 
not rlght came towards the later half of 
1974, and the appearance once again of 
outside advertising In the magazines - 
something which Skywald had managed to avold 
since the early Issues of PSYCHO and 
NIGHTMARE. There may not have been many ads, 
but It was enough to break the Mood. Not only 
were outside ads back, but Issues were 
becoming Increasingly padded with plugs for 
Skywald's publ lcatlons. And considering that 
they only had three anyway, It was 
particularly gratultous of them to devote at 
times, no less than elght pages to self- 
promotion. 


TO 
ROOM & RIGHT AWAY... 
THE LUNATIC'S KILLEO 
THE NURSE... 


Dela Rosa 


Art: 


Another glveaway that all may not have 
been right, was the ever frequent Readers! 
Polls: attempts to determine whether a 
particular character or  serles should 
continue or not. It all smacked of an effort 
to figure out what It was they were dolng 
wrong all of a sudden. 


Although things may not have been looking 
particularly great, and PSYCHO #23 did 
contain more filler than prevlous Issues — 


Including a tale reprinted from an early 
NIGHTMARE - the Comments Page remained 
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optimistic, announcing future plans for a 
hard-cover book and even a Human Gargoyles 
fan club (The Saga Of The Human Gargoyles 
belng voted the most popular serles by the 
readers), But non of these projects 
materlallized and Skywald folded soon after, 

All of Skywald's titles seem to have 
been cut of simultaneously, around 
January/February 1975. SCREAM with #11, 
PSYCHO and NIGHTMARE with #23. In these same 
early months of January and February 1975, 
Skywald published PSYCHO, NIGHTMARE and 
SCREAM annuals...an Indication In Itself that 
there was something clearly amlss at Skywald 
for each annual was clearly marked "Winter 
Special, December 1975"1 


Why should Skywald have become the Marle 
Celeste of Illustrated horror? Very little - 
If anything = actually exists In print on the 
development of Skywald or any of Its 
publications. The only Insight Into the 
Horror=—Mood remains the comics themselves. 
Pick up any coples you can. Haunt flea- 
markets and — godforbld -— comlc conventl ons 
In the hope that you might happen upon that 
elusive first Issue of SCREAM, or maybe even 
TOMB OF HORROR, Skywald's long heralded new 
title, the first and only Issue of which Is 
rumoured to have appeared shortly before 
Skywald's demise. With the odd exception of 
the very early and last few Issues, PSYCHO, 
NIGHTMARE and SCREAM have all stood the test 
of time well, They strike you today as they 
did then, as belng something -choke- pretty 
oo cdamnee eWEIRDese 


Note: A letter to the Skywald offices In New 
York towards the end of the seventles, would 
have been returned unopened with "gone away" 
scrawled over the address. Perhaps we can 
only assume that the Skywald team — headed by 
Archale Al Hewetson himself - took to thelr 
crusade to the centre of the earth after all, 
and yes, did Indeed manage to thwart the 
advancing Shoggoth menace. 


British reprints of PSYCHO and NIGHTMARE 
appeared briefly at some polnt In time. 
Ignore them. They are cut-up, bastardlsed 
verslons of the orlginal American Issues. 


Eternity Comics Issued Book One of The Human 
Gargoyles In June of 1988. This consIsted of 
the first three Instalments of the orlglinal 
Gargoyles' saga. It doesn't look as If 
eternity had access to the orlginal artwork, 
because the print Is garlsh and vold of tone, 
IIke It was II fted from the very pulp pages 
of Skywald Itself. 


Skywald dabbled non-too successfully with 
full-colour comics for a time. These were, 
JUNGLE ADVENTURE, BUTCH CASSIDY, and THE 
BRAVADOS. They also tried to emulate the 
success of thelr horror titles with other b/w 
non-comlc code publications: HELL-RIDER and 
THE CRIME MACHINE. Nelther made It beyond two 
Issues. Sometimes, Skywald announced tities 
which wouldn't be made at all, Ilke THE HEAP 
and SCIENCE FICTION ODYSSEY. 


BABYLON 


David Flint 


Promotional only shot for 


David F. Friedman Is, by hls own confession, 
a con-man. He's the guy who dragged millions 
of Americans into drive-ins and flea-pits 
with the offer of sin, sex and - eventually —- 
salvation during the days when even a glimpse 
of breast was a strict no-no In Hollywood. He 
brought a gullible public tales of forbidden 
love, reefer madness and daughters of the 
sun; later, he Invented the splatter movie. 
Frledman's autobiography, A YOUTH IN 
BABYLON, Is a gleeful, enthralling whirlwind 
tour of life on the other side of the movie 
tracks In the forties and fifties. He 
describes how hls love of the carnival led 
him to become Involved with "roadshowing" — 
that Is, touring America with sensational (or 
at least sensationalist) movies, booking 
Into skld row theatres for a few days, making 
a box office killing, then splitting before 
the law caught up with him. The book covers 
his career through his time as an exhibitor, 
through to hls partnership with Herschel! 
Gordon Lewls, who he teamed up with in order 
to make "“nudie-cutles" at the end of the 
fifties. In 1963, the partnershlp changed the 


"THE BLOOD FEAST" 


face of horror with BLOOD FEAST, an 
astonishing gory effort. Lewls and Friedman 
made two more “gore films - TWO THOUSAND 
MANIACS and COLOR ME BLOOD RED, before 
arguing and going thelr separate ways..owhich 
Ts where the book ends, the story to continue 
In a second volume, 

However, A YOUTH IN BABYLON Is as much a 
blography of Kroger Babb as It Js an 
autobiography of Friedman. Babb was 
Friedman's mentor, the man who taught him to 
"sell the sizzle, not the steak". A born 
showman, Babb had made a considerable fortune 
primarily through one film - MOM AND DAD, 
This cheap morality play Is claimed to have 
made up to $90 million - If true, It dwarfs 
the box office achievements of mega-buck 
movies like E.T. In comparison. The reason 
for Its huge success lay In the marketing. 
Not only did the film contain a genuine baby 
birth scene - sensational in Itself - but It 
also had other gimmicks to pull In the 
crowds. The film played to sexually 
segregated audiences; “nurses" were on hand 
to attend to any patrons who might be 


and the movie had a_ break, 
whereupon the “eminent hyglene commentator 
Elllot Forbes" - a fast talking actor, or, 
occasionally, Friedman himself — would appear 
on stage to deliver a lecture on sexual 
morals, and sell coples of hls sex education 
manual to the eager hordes. It might sound 
Ike a ludicrous con, but It worked - and can 
you Imagine the value of one of those books 
to collectors today? 


overwhe Imed; 


You'll Recoil in Horror as GAT HARES 2 


Qocars on tho ar on th ALLEY of NIGHTMAR 


Frumeo ON ACTUAL 
LOCATIONS 
WHERE IT 


COULD Have 
HAPPENEO! 


Other exploitation ploneers exposed by 


Friedman Include Dwaln Esper, the madman 
responsible for the 1934 MANIAC, and a 
maverick even by roadshow standards, SS 


"Steamship" Millard, and assorted members of 
what was affectlonately known as "The Forty 
Thieves", One of these, Dan Sonney, appears 
with Friedman In FOR ADULTS ONLY, produced a 
couple of years ago but only just released on 
video In Britain. This documentary 
compliments A YOUTH IN BABYLON extremely 
well, offering the chance to see the sort of 
thing that you've read about - or, If you've 
been unable to track down an Import copy, to 
bone up on the fllms behind the storles while 
you awalt the book's British publication. 

The film, Ifke the book, covers the 
early ploneeriIng days of selling sex to 
suckers. Hosted, surprisingly Inoffensively, 
by Ned Beatty, It allows Friedman and Sonney 
to reminisce about the golden days of 
exploitation, and presents clips from some of 
the classics of the genre - 0M AND DAD, 
ELYSIA - VALLEY OF THE NUDES, REEFER MADNESS, 
CHILD BRIDE, and DANCE HALL RACKET with Lenny 
Bruce. The fllms are pretty Interchangeable — 
all feature wild kids out for Illicit kicks; 
Jlgging and jiving at the dance hall; skinny 
dipping; toking and tripping; and, finally, 
paying for thelr sins. Girls "In trouble" 
commit sulcide...once normal youths are 
Incarcerated In the asylum, suffering from 
"Insanity caused by MARIHUANAII"... IIlves are 
shattered, famllles destroyed. The message 
was -— "AND IT COULD HAPPEN TO YOUI", 

Oddly, the films often seemed to contain 
a dual edged moral message. While the kids 
have to pay for thelr "crimes", It Is the 
parents who are finally forced to shoulder 
the blame: not because they falled to control 
thelr kids, but because they falled to 
understand them. The mother of a pregnant 
girt Is admonished by the doctor for not 
offering her support to her daughter, and for 
not educating her; the parents of doped-up 
teens are slammed by officials for not 


showing any Interest tn thelr childrens! 
problems. It's a fascinating aspect to these 
supposedly worthless films that they seem, In 
however clumsy a way, to be trying to sweep 
away the repressive atmosphere and mystique 
that surrounded sex In the forties, and 
encourage education and discussion. Then 
again, they might've just been pitching to 
sell more manualSecee 

Whatever Friedman and his contemporaries 
say, It's hard to belleve that they were only 
In It for the money. In both A YOUTH IN 
BABYLON and FOR ADULTS ONLY, a genulIne love 
for what he was doling shines’ through. 
Whatever the truth, It's a remarkable, 
hilartous and fascinating story.e.and It's 


all "UNCUT, UNCENSORED AND UNASHAMED".coce 


HYGIENIC PRODUCHONS presents “SECRETS of LIFE” with ALL-STAR HOLLY WOC 


Prods 


Jucet by 3 $. Jaarey end Kroger Keb Supereced by Keeney Sesechy — hrevtwd dy & 
2 ‘ Wgrte Reeerved  UMgnte Wa ven te Ragan are 


NOTE: For readers Intrigued enough to venture 
further [nto Friedman country, SOMETHING 
WEIRD video [In the States offer a hot 
selection of his work, together with a 
compilation of trailers. Contact Mike Vraney, 
P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133, USA 
enclosing $2.00 for the latest catalogue. 
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SCUM MANIFESTO 
by Valerie Solanas 


Stefan Jaworyzyn 


There have been numerous editions of this 
tseminal! work (written In 1967 and first 
published the followlng year), the most 
widely avallable belng that of the 1983 text 
pub! Ished by the Matriarchy Study Group. The 
author's other clalm to ‘'famet was her 
fallure to assassinate Andy Warhol the year 
her work Initially appeared (Warhol, of 
course, representing the apotheos!s of 
patriarcha! repressive soclety...). 

Much of the Manifesto treads wel! !—worn 
Anarcho=terrorist territory, both tn terms of 
'Ideology' and syntax = "A small handful of 
SCUM can take over the country within a year 
by systematicaily fucking up the system, 
selectively destroying property, and 
murder.e." blah blah blah... But the main 
tappeal' of SCUM (an acronym for the Society 
for Cutting Up Men) Is, of course, the 
concept of Cutting Up Men. In addition to 


SCUM 


MANIFESTO 


this they promise to hold Turd Sessions, "at 
which every male present wil! give a speech 
beginning with the sentence: ‘1 am a turd, a 
lowly, abject turd', then proceed to !{ist all 
the ways In which he Is." They presumably 
enrolled few male ‘members’. 

The Manifesto Is divided Into various 
sub-head!Ing of guilty ma! e-produced 
oppressions & depressions for the much 'put- 
upon! female (the Manifesto pre-dates - and 
would surely deprecate = such terms as 
‘wimmin'), Iikes— 

"Boredom: Life In a 'soclety' made by and for 
creatures who, when they are not grim and 
depressing are utter bores, can only be, when 
not grim and depressing, an utter bore." Or 


how about, 
"tGreat Art! and ‘'Culturet: The male 
‘artistic’ alm being, not to communicate 


(having nothing Inside him, he has nothing to 
say), but to disgulse the animallsm, he 
resorts to symbolism and obscurity ('deep! 


stuff). The vast majority of people, 
particularly the ‘educated! ones, lacking 
faith tn thelr own judgement, humble, 


respectful of authority ('Daddy knows best', 
"Ph.D knows best'), are easily conned into 
belfeving that obscurity, evaslveness, 
Incomprehens! bl lity, Indlrectness, ambiguity 
and boredom are marks of depth = and 
brifltance," 
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But I'm only scratching the surface - 
there's plenty more where that came from = 
and If you want to survive the (stlil) coming 
cull yout!{i need a copy to find out if you're 
qualified for the SCUM Ments Auxi!fary ("Men 
In the Ments Aux! !!ary are those men who are 
working diligently to eliminate 
themselves...", though there are a few groups 
who might escape, fags take note). And, oh, 
by the way, "nice, passive, accepting, 
tcultivated', polite, dignifled, subdued, 
dependent, scared, mindless, Insecure, 
approval=seeking Daddy's Girls" and a whole 
bunch more females won't be spared elther, If 
I'm able to correctly decode a torturous 


paragraph contalning about 200 words, 100 
commas and multiple sub-clauses... 

Taken as a whole, the SCUM MANIFESTO Is 
falrly entertaining, quatntly antiquated and 
about as controversial as a death threat from 
a feminist Nige! Molesworth... No uncastrated 
male should be without a copy! 


SPOTS 


Howard Lake 


This pocket sized collection of cartoonist S. 
Clay Wilson's work Is probably one of the 
best laughs you'!i get In a fong time — that 
ts, tf you're Into Wilson's brand of humour: 
scatological, disgusting, and out and out 
crude with a capital 'Ct. Wihison Is best 
known for creating the 'Chequered Demon, oft 
seen In FURRY FREAK BROTHERS comics, and that 
particular demon puts in regular appearances 
tn this here tome, along with plenty of his 
work for Al Goldstein's SCREW magazine. Ail 
of Wilson's fave obsessions are here: heavily 
choded pirates, enormous dicks, demons from 
Hell and every kind of perversion, from 
coprophagia to frosting your cupcakes with 
cum. Wilson Jikes his humour base as buggery 
and, unless youfre easily shocked or 
squeamish, yout! |! Ike tt too. 


(no way out) SCUM 
by A. 


Stefan Jaworzyn 


"YOU 
HUMAN SCUM 
YOU'RE DEAD" 


So commences this privately printed 
'pamphiet', produced In three barely existent 
numbered editions of 50, written by a pervert 
who subsequently achleved some kind of 
humdrum notorlety for his tattoolng prowess & 
plercing fixations, his ultimate alm being to 
leave England and marry (tn drag) a bisexual 
lesbian plercing artist In a garish Las Vegas 
wedding ceremony. This pamphlet/broadsIide/ 
whatever was a product of his 
existentlal/nihfillst phase and represents an 
endless attack of alternating hatred and 
angst = derlved from the rigours of mere day- 
to-day existence, naturally. 


Perhaps concelved as a twisted 
homage/response to Valerle Solanas' SCUM 
MANIFESTO (thelr minimalist covers share 


similar ‘designs'), A's affair, Instead of 
preaching revolutionary feminism by murder of 
males, preaches revolution by elther sItting 
around and walting to be destroyed or by 
actively gotng out to seek (self) 
destruction. It's a quandary that A can't 
quite get to grips with -— tn the manner of 
all true revolutionary philosophers he 
advocates both doling doodly squat and 
IndIscriminately slaughtering all and sundry 
(and ultimately self) In the name of nothing 
In particular, Or because he/we are SCUM. 
Or something. Anyone's who's ever had a bad 
night on LSD or STP will doubtless recognise 
such fami lflar sentiments. 

The dichotomy Is ultimately resolved: 

"KILL 

RAPE 

STEAL 

LIE 

CHEAT 

DESTROY 

What Is It to you?" 


"DIE NOW 

SCUM 

FILTH 

WORTHLESS FLESH 
DESTROY YOURSELF= 
What Is It to you? 


As It turned out, A quickly lost Interest In 
both belng SCUM and_= sitting around 
pontificating his (and your) 
(In)sIgnificance, recognising there was a 
buck to be made from losers who think they 
need a tattoo of thelr mother's genitals on 
thelr tongue. Sadly his attempts to stage 
the Vegas drag wedding were thwarted and he 
marrled In Camden Registry Office with his 
gran In attendance... 


oo Nl 
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Dick Beresford; THE UNCENSORED 
GUIDE TO THE MOVIES 


Stefan Jaworyzyn 


('m dublous about thls heap's true ‘'scum! 
credentials, but garbage Is as garbage does, 
and a turd by any other name, etc etc... | 
haven't suffered such a flt of pique In, oh, 
at least the last flfteen minutes as ! did 
when perusing this atroclous Item. On the 
strength of this ‘volumet 'Dick! Beresford 
must be one of the least funny 'humorlsts! on 
the face of the earth - a man tn that 
enviable position of belng so profoundly, 
jaw-droppIngly, abysmally uninspired that 
even finishing hls 48 page "book! (contalning 
about 75 photos & possibly 1000 words of 
‘text! max) In one sitting Is a _ herolc 
achlevement... The sickest aspect Is that 
the uncredited stil!s (largely from obscure 
continental softcore Idlocles but wlth some 
major studio {tems that I'll bet anything 
'Dick*' didn't have permission to use - are 
you reading thls Warner Bros?) are frequently 
so absurd that the book could have been a 
classic. But dismal 'Dick* has done a Medved 
and succeeded In that most difficult of tasks 
- rendering genuinely amusing = schlock 
grotesquely embarrassing by Inserting hls own 
witless captions. Having what IIttle 
Intelligence I've got left Insulted by such 
manure Is almost enough to send me screeching 
off In search of the nearest petition— 
brandishing Jesblan to protest about the rain 
forests or something. Utterly worthless 
rubbish. 


"ile" "I 


BURNING FLAGS 


David Kerekes 


The train journey to Newcastle takes three 
hours. Ten minutes Into the journey we are 
notiffed there [fs to be no buffet service 
avalfable on this train, apologies. Two hours 
later I'm go!ng into caffeine Cold Turkey. 

Then we arrive In Newcastle. 

There is a ilttie map of the Immediate 
vicinity outside the station, fastened to a 
lamp post. 1 convince Dave Fiint that we want 
to go this way. When we end up on some 
dilapidated Industria! estate, 1 swear blind 
the map Is wrong...e!lther that or we're lost. 
It's 7 otclock In the evening, it's already 
dark and we haven't a clue where we are. "If 
It comes to the worse, we can always kip 
here" says Dave, and polnts to a hole in the 
wall of S D'S GA AGE. The place !s ful! of 
worn tyres and has no roof. Yeah, !'m sure 
S D wouldn't mind. 


Newcastie-Upon—-Tyne based PROJECTS UK are 
presenting BURNING THE FLAG?, a festival of 
American Live Art performances focussing on 
issues of censorship and sexual Identity. In 
the US, recent moral fervour whipped up by 
Senator Jesse Helms and his "obscenity" bill, 
and the coast-to-coast sermonizing of Rev. 
Wildman and the American Family Association, 
has resulted in a situation where the arts 
spaces risk losing state support...if they 
present the works of certain artists. 
PROJECTS UK have brought some of those 
artists to Great Britaln for one week (Sept 
30 to Oct 6, 1991). 


The PROJECTS UK office Is situated in Black 
Swan Court, Black Swan Court is tucked away 
from the main street, down a_ slight 
passageway "...in the arty part of town where 
al! the art shops are" - a pleasant party of 
ladies direct us. "Ah" we thank them, non the 
wiser. 

“Does this look Tike an arty part of 
town to you?" | ask Dave, some streets Jater. 


Stmon Herbert Is the organiser behind the 
BURNING THE FLAG? event. PROJECTS UK have 
flown In Tim Miller, Marshall Weber, Cheri 
Gaulke, Holly Hughes, Annie Sprinkie and 
Karen Finley, ali artists who have been 
actively discriminated against [In their 
applications for finding support from the 
National Endowment of the Arts In the States. 


We ring the PROJECTS UK bel! some time around 
9 ofclock that evening. Fortunately for 
HEADPRESS, someone's at home and we don't 
have to spend the night at S D's place (which 
had become a genulne prospect by this time, 
readers). Simon Herbert has been working 
late. Now he is al! sorted we head over to 
the Live Theatre to catch Cheri Gaulke's 
performance, FIRE !S NOT SATED WITH WOOD. 


FIRE 1S NOT SATED WITH WOOD Is not the Cherl 
Gaulke performance which had Jesse Helms 
blithering for a Congressional investigation. 
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Upon hearing of that debacle, Cheri notes, "i 
was sort of fiattered. critique had 
reached the sacred halls of Washington and 1! 
was perceived as a threat. But who Is 
threatening who?* 


FIRE 1S NOT SATED WITH WOOD Is further 


exploratton for Cheri of women and 
Christianity. "I examine the underpinning of 
Christianity's fear of women, of the body, of 
sexuality," says Ms Gauike. FIRE...Is a 
monologue with slide projections. One siide 
appears to be of a protest march someplace 
and displays a banner with the announcement: 
“Var upon woman has been declared.” The 
monologue Itself takes both the form of 
autobiography for Cheri (sincerely wanting to 
be a Luthertan alnister when a youngster, but 
barred from the clergy on the grounds of 
belng born female) and historical analysis 
(Eve the original sinner, witch-hunts In the 
middle-ages, the female form...). 

While the audience may not get to see 
Cher! crucified as in THIS IS MY BODY before 
It, It does get a chance to share In the 
Forbidden Frult. 


The floor of the Live Theatre has a crisp 
layer of autumn brown leaves. Branches of 
trees are an Integra! part of the prop for 
tonight's performance. Cheri plucks a rosy 
red apple from one such branch and puts It 
Into a wicker basket. The Forbidden Frult. 
Moving among the audience, Cheri then takes 
from the basket several! similar red apples 
and offers them out. Some of the recipients 
take a bite. One appie falis to the floor. 
Later, !'!! try to remember if it was only 
those males in the audience who were offered 
frult. 

After the show, Filnt and myself trample 
the leaves back to the Live Theatre bar. Over 
beers we are introduced to performance artist 
Marshal! Weber, who played the theatre the 
night before. Marshal!'s performance, he 
assures us, was pretty wild. The first half, 


Cheri Gaulke 


TV TUMOR, concerns the  dlsInformatlon, 
propaganda and Iles with regard the 
relatlonshIp of television media to human 
Identity. "The second half however," Mr Weber 
smiles sardonically, “allows me much more 
freedomeee" 


Marshall Weber 


Marshall Weber's performance piece I CRY THE 
TEARS FOR A NATION, features a man with a USA 
flag for a face, and examines the addictive 
relation of patriotism to of! and gas 
consumption, It becomes evident that Mr Flag 
Face Is emotionally retarded, suffering from 
the psychological denial of remorse of a 
federal/allitary government. “Fucked up the 
ass by the flag, we have got to pull the rag 
out of our asshole.” As does Indeed occur In 
the plece. 


We are Introduced to the other artIsts In 
BURNING THE FLAG? Annie Sprinkle In a chalr. 
Holly Hughes In a hat. Others standing, 
talking. The seem to have acqulred HEADPRESS 
magazine, a copy of which floats among the 
groupe Ideally, we didn't want the magazine 
to come out until after the Interviews, 
fearing that It mIghF upset any delicate 
artistlc temperament. But no worries, It 
seems, everything's just swell. Which Is 
good, because at gone midnight and a day of 
mystery-travels preceding, we are In no fit 
state to conduct a mass Interview. Besldes, 
we have untl|I 6pm tomorrow to wrap thing up 
in Newcastle-Upon-Tyne. 

Come the next day, however, we walt to 
flnd most all the artists have taken an 
excursfon to Lindl sfarne...all day. 


| knew It was a bad sIgn, seeing HEADPRESS 
floating around IIke that. The next day I'm 
on the phone to the blg hotel where the 
artists are staying. It's dinner time. 
"Hello," | say to the receptionist who 
answers, "can you put me through to Holly 
Hughes." "Certainly," comes the reply and the 
recelver Indicates hold. A few moments later 
the receptlonIist comes back, "I'm sorry," she 
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says "It appears Ms Hughes Is not In her 
room." "Okay, I wonder If you can try another 
number for me, Tim Miller?" And the phone 
bleeps on hold once agaln. While I'm walting, 
1 call Dave over from outside the telephone 
box for some more change. "I'm sorry slr, 
there's no reply from Mr Miilerts room 
either," says the receptionist. "Okay, could 
you try - " and so {ft goes on for some 
minutes, trylng numbers; vacant rooms. (1 
ImagIne the receptionist Is thinking shets 
got some kind of hotel-guest nut on the 
IIne). 


As It turns out, Karen Finley hasn't gone to 


Lindisfarne, but she Isn't In the hotel 
elther, We find her at the Riverside - a 
deserted warehouse - putting the final 


touches to MOMENTO MORI. 


Karen Fintey Is well known In the states for 
her anti-censorship stance. She has performed 
In Newcastle once before, which Is reason why 
this time she has chosen to create MOMENTO 
MORT, an Installation. It has nothing to do 
with the fact that, In 1986, she was 
forbidden to perform In London on account of 
certain laws that ban any art that promotes 
“buggery* and a law that says “a woman may 
not talk and take her clothes off at the same 
time.” 

MOMENTO MORI [fs a serles of “tableaux 
vivants" In a deserted warehouse. They go to 
map out various elements of censorship and 
the threat to freedom of expression, and the 
threat to Karen as a woman to speak out 
against misogyny. 


We get a sneak preview of MOMENTO MORI then 
head back to the PROJECTS UK offlce. On the 
way, we discover we have a list of names of 
Interesting people who we should meet In 
Newcastle, but we have no Idea how to find 
any of them. Come to think of It, where had 
the IIst come from In the first place? Last 
night, slipped Into our pockets while asleep 
on a Ilving-room floor, perhaps? Or the 
result of some investigative discusslon at 3 
In the morning? Unlikely to be the latter, we 
conclude, and contInue on our way. 

A rental van suddenly screeches to a 
halt. The driver calls over that we are to 
meet Annie Sprinkle later that afternoon at 
the PROJECTS UK office. The van speeds off 
again. Good, someone else has declined the 
call of Lindisfarne. We feel better already. 
We feel so good In fact, we decide to grab a 
bite to eat. 


1 think it fs called GUT-ROT CAFE. Service 
with a disregard for human IIfe. We order our 
breakfast/dinner, pay up front and take a 
seat. About half an hour later I decide to 
check on the whereabouts of our orders. "Oh," 
the woman behInd the counter polnts, "These 
have been waiting here for ages." And Indeed 
It looks as though they have - two meals with 
a film of cigarette ash. Yum, yum, our 
favour lite. 


StlTI with time to kIII, we find the Laing 
Art Gallery. in collaboration with PROJECTS 


UK, the gallery Is running a photo & video 
Installation called OUTER SPACE. 


OUTER SPACE Is an exhIbition featuring the 
work of elght International artists. The 
theme Is that of mass-produced electronically 
transaltted photographic Images. Images which 
Infest the everyday environment and demand 
attention, whether we want to look at then or 
not. The "Image environments" of OUTER SPACE 
are huge and surround the spectator. 
Flashing. Neon. Frescoes. The in 

blurb for OUTER SPACE states that, "Each day 
we're exposed to sore Intrusions of the 
Image, so that now an Innocent trip to the 
Post Office or corner shop Is IIkely to 
Involve a confrontation with our own Image 
waking a reluctant appearance on closed—- 
cIrcult TY." Many of the exhibits In OUTER 
SPACE are breathtaking. For Instance, looking 
down Into the huge alrror of Jeffrey Shav's 
HEAVEN'S GATE reflects the digitally 
transformed views of Baroque celling 
paintings and satellite Images of earth, 
which have beer projected down from above. 
The Images are constantly breaking up and 
being replaced with something else. Up or 
down, It's the same. Another exhibit, by 
Wilfle Doherty, require that the viewer sit 
alone facing a huge slide projection of a 
mug-shot. Speakers on each side of the 
viewer's head reveal various attitudes and 
perceptions of the man In the plcture. 


Othervise the room Is In silence and 
darkness. 

1 nearly fall asleep fn OUTER SPACE. And 
that's a compliment. | am on a high, too. 


Massive fines of neon-Ism have that effect, 
I'd say. 


We make It back to PROJECTS UK, Black Swan 
Court. Later, we'd speak at some length to 
the slut/porn star/prostitute Annie Sprinkle. 
Meantime, we have an opportunity to chat to 
Simon Herbert about PROJECTS UK, and his 
reasons for wanting to do BURNING THE FLAG? - 
a festival of American Live Art and 
Censorship. 


"1 worked as a performance artist myself, and 
PROJECTS UK have been working In performance 
art for about 12 years. It used to be known 
as the "Basewent Crew", which was literally a 
space In which we put stuff on twice a week 
with no criteria. | mean, people vould just 
come In and do stuff. After five years of 
that - In 1984 — we decided to do bigger 
events, swimalng pools and car parks. Not 
twice a veek, but once a month. Since then, 
we've broadened out, Basically, we're 
Interested In good art — whatever form that 
takes. And It's always political. 

"How I got Into doling this festival was 
that In November 1989, In Canada, I was doling 
a show with 2000 IIittle toy soldiers all 
fastened together with string, with the 
string belng attached to my prick. I was 
blindfolded. It was a very dramatic tableau. 
| had a pre-recorded conversation I did with 
a chat-line girl - this really banal 
conversation. And I got busted for doing that 
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show. They read me my rights. But the police 
didn't take It further because [| didn't 
actually touch my dick. | made me aware of 
how critical the stakes are once you are 
confronted with the threat of being banned or 
In prison. It really Is a horrible 


experlence.* 


Simon Herbert 


SLUT / PORN STAR / GODDESS 
AN INTERVIEW WITH ANNIE SPRINKLE 


David Flint David Kerekes 
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PROSTITUTES OF NEW YORK 


Annie Sprinkle Is something of a legend In 
the world of sex and pornography. Born Ellen 
StelInberg, she lost her virgInIty at the age 
of seventeen, and promptly transformed Into 
(In her own words) "the notorlous slut/porn 
star/prostitute" Annie Sprinkle. Firstly 
becoming a prostitute, she then moved into 
hard core movies, sex magazine model {Ing and 
writing, body plercIng and tattoolng, S/M, 
amputee sex (she was arrested for producing 
an amputee porn magazine), photography and 
performance art. She's been a professlonal 
dominatrix, was a founding member of P.O.N.Y 
(Prostitutes Of New York, a unlon/pressure 
group for N.Y.'s working giris), and produced 
oddities IIke the audlo tape SOUND SUCK and 
plss-art newsletter THE SPRINKLE REPORT. More 
recently, she's developed a third 
personality, that of sex goddess Anya, 
devoting her energles to the exploration and 
encouragement of tantric and spiritual 
sexuallty. 

Annie was In Britaln to take part In the 
BURNING THE FLAG? festival! during October, 
and HEADPRESS took the opportunity to 
Interrogate her about her II fe and career... 


HEADPRESS: I'm curlous as to what this Is 
(shows a copy of ANNIE SPRINKLE IN THE 
ADVENTURES OF MISS TIMED — Rip Off Press)... 


ANNIE SPRINKLE: That's a comlc book. There's 
three...there's four, a new one's just come 
out. 
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Can you tell us a fittle bit about the Iive 
performance that you'{I be doing here? 


It's baslIcally the story of my IIfe and my 
sexual evolutlonee. I talk about AIDS...! 
show slides of different lovers...then | show 
slides of al! the men that have dled, and 
talk about what 1 did. | show my cervix. ! 
put a speculum Inside and people kInda look 
Inside my body. 


Is this part of the show In Great Britain? 


Er..eyeah. I'm planning on It. Then | do a 
ritual; for me, sex fs very spiritual, not 
always, but when It's combined with 
meditation sex becomes very spiritual. And 1 
do a masturbation ritual. 


So the show Is basically just your whole 
Ife... 


Yeah - In performance. In the begInning was 
Ellen, Ellen was transformed Into Annie, then 
Annle became Anya. 


So there are two distinctly separate 
personal Ities? 
Three. Ellen Steinberg was very shy and 


Insecure... 


The changes..are they because you actually 
become jaded with what's going on, or — 


No, | just change...my IIfe changes, 
different things become Important. What AIDS 
hit, my life around me changed a lot, so | 
changed. | had a lot of contact with death 
and dyIng, you know, Sex and my sexuality 
changed, so | became a different person. Of 
course, I'm older now, that's part of It. 


Is it right you've made 150 movies? 


Yes, 150 features, 50 and 25-30 


videos. 


loops, 


You've worked a lot with Candida Royalie... 


Yeah, I did one recently with her — IN SEARCH 
OF THE ULTIMATE SEXUAL EXPERIENCE, It was 
about my Introduction to tantric sex. It's 
autoblographIical -— I don't play myself, 1 got 
an actress to play me — and she starts with 
this really raunchy sex scene...It's very 
pornographlc In the worst sense of the word, 
very fast and horrid and raunchy. Anyway, 
this woman's not feeling anything, and so she 
kIcks the guy out. Then she meets her spirit 
gulde. The Spirit Gulde teaches her anclent 
sex techniques, and a new way of having sex. 


She learns about eating well, breathing, 
exerclsiIng, and she learns about Intimacy, 
and love, and gazing Into each others 


eyes....and she learns about energy and 
moving energy. And then of course they make 
love, very cosmically, very slowly, very 
tantric-ly. So then the Spirit Guide 
disappears, and she teaches the first guy - 
from the raunchy sex scene - tantra sex. 


Do you think this Is the future for the porn 
Industry? It seems that during the fast ten 
years or so, when everything went onto video, 
the whole thing became reaily cheap, boring 
and ugly. This new feminist porn seems to be 
breathing new tife into sex films. 


© ProJjecte UK 


Steve Colline 


Photo: 
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Well, | think there's a lot more political 
stuff coming outee. experimental and 
underground stuff. Some people are trying by 
putting more money Into It, Ike Candida, 
making It more sensual. But others are doing 
It differently. | just did a new video which 
wIll be out In February, called THE SLUTS AND 
GODDESSES VIDEO WORKSHOP, I'm really exclted 
because It's a lesbian video, but It's very 
different. It's real art=-fuck, very visual. 


Presumabiy it's different to the ftesbian 
videos that are aimed at an entirely aale 
market.ce 


There'll! always be that, and there's nothing 
wrong with that. It's Ike there!|| always be 
a Medonald's, you know (laughs)...and people 
will enjoy eating a MacDonald's once In a 
while. More people eat In MacDonald's than 
they do In health food restaurants, Same 
thing with porno, most people would rather 
have junk porno than gourmet porno. 


| beifeve you talk about the pitfalls of the 
Industry In your show. 


Steve Collins © Projects UK Archive 


Photo: 


1 do a performance piece about the hundred 
worst sexual experfences that f've had. f 
sorta lump them Into one two minute plece. | 
have thls row of dildoes, and | suck them and 
gag on them while a tape plays. It's all 
these different voices, like “you'll go to 
hell", or "what you do fs bad for women", or 
"?l wanna come one more time", and it's like 
nobody's really getting off on It, you know. 


Are these tapes of guys? 


Yes..and some judgemental women...the palnful 
times. 


Can you tell us about LINDA/LES & ANNIE? 


It's a docu-drama - or docu=porn (laughs). I 
fell in love with Les Nichols, a female-to— 
male transsexual, and he was open to being 
video-taped, so { sald "let's make a video 
about our first tlme together". Actually, f'd 
written an article about our first night 
together for HUSTLER in the United States. | 
sald "let's put this on video", because I was 
so fascinated and turned on by ft. I thought 
it was amazing. LINDA/LES & ANNIE was a re- 
enactment of the first night that we were 
together. It was shot only a couple of months 
after we were together, and we were very much 
tn Tove, 


Do you stil! see each other? 


Er..eno. Actually, f didn't put It In the 
video, but he's very very kinky. Very 
psychotic! Far more politically Incorrect 
than 1 put In the video. And the video's very 
controversial as {ft fs..eif I put the whole 
story - I mean, who knows! 


Did you run Into any trouble with LINDA/LES & 
ANNIE? 


The malIn complaint we got was that he says he 
became a man for male privilege, which 
feminists might find offensive, or not the 
way to go about changing things..eyou know, 
"if you can't beat ‘em, joln ‘em",. But he 
really did, that's what he did. And it's not 
about belng polltically correct, it's about 
one persons experlence..eand that was his 
experlence, 
Do you think, Les Nichols Is a 
sexist? 


as a man, 


Yeah, well he's macho. He was a_ lesbian 
separatist for a long time. He's just 
confused..ehe's really nutty. He IIkes to 
provoke people, too. The other controversy 
was that he's very scarred up. He had a dozen 
operations. His cock fs a patchwork quilt, 
you know, He's IIke all scarred - it's 
grotesque...f personally like that kind of 
thing (laughs), but a lot of people couldn't 
watch It. 


Can he get a hard-on? 


Yeah, he puts a tube...a rod In his cock. His 
cock fs hollow fn the centre. 
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| belfeve he has trouble keeping 
through the whoie sex act. 


It up 


Yeah, that's what happened. The video fs 
about the first time he ever used hIs cock. 
They gave him this rod, and It didn't work at 
alll &t mean, they gave him a rod which was 


this long (Indicates a length), and his 
cock's only this long (Indicates a shorter 
tength). We were trying it, and {it's IIke 


poking me, the rod's coming out of the top of 
hts cock, fi mean it was just a disaster, Ali 
this technology goes into making the cock, 
and you get the rod...so we had to go to the 
kitchen and saw the rod off. And then he 
tried using his thumb, which was great. But 
then I landed wrong and bent his thumb, We 
showed it the way fit was = the raw truth. 

1*'d Ttke to ask you about SHADOWS IN THE 
C1TY cee 


f haven't seen it. Have you? 


No.e.?t was just wondering about what kind of 
a person Ari Rous!moff was. 


Oh, he's a big, burfiy Russian guy...a real 
teddy bear - with a biker fetish (laughs). 
He's sweet, a sweetheart. 


What about your time as a prostitute? Is that 
long-gone In the past? Do you remember much 
of that? 
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Yeaheeel still have one cllent. I'm still a 
prostitute basically...l keep my finger In 
(laughs) the ple. I'm versatile...I've one 
guy, I've seen him for seventeen years. 


So you obviously enjoy It. 


Yeah, | love him a 
well (laughs). 


loteseeand he pays really 


What do you think of VIDEO DATES, where you 
hire a video of a guy or a girl and they 
speak to you. they take you to dinner, talk 
to you over the meal and offer you a bite of 
thelr sausage... 


That's greatl That sounds good, whots making 
that? 


1%ve no Idea. It's kind of sad In a way to 
think of people watching It. You can just 
Imagine lonely people sitting there... 


You mean It's for real? Oh my God, that's 
hysterical! It sounds more IIke a cult Item 
or somethingeos 


1 saw one of your films — KNEEL BEFORE ME — 
listed In a catalogue as a "banned X* movie, 


I'm In a bunch of banned movies (laughs), 
that's no big deal. 


1 didn't think any films were banned In the 
States. 


Everything's banned In the States. Jesus! I'm 
used to It. It's funny, because this 
performance event's all about censorship. 
Artists aren't used to belng censored. I'm 
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from porn and sex, and I'm used to being 
censored all the time. In a regular sex 
magazine now, you can't write about anal 
sexeeellke all kinds of things. Anything with 
plssing In It gets banned. In the old days 
there was a plssing scene In most every 
movle, now all these movies are banned. 
Plssing Is a blg, blg taboo..eand everyone 
plsses, which Is funnyece 


European porn seems to be full of extreme 
stuff, whereas American films are very tame 
these days. 

Yeah, because of censorship, totally. 


So It's not a case of the actual performers 
saying "we won't do this"? 


No, not at alll 


The reason that i'd asked about banned filas 
is that this Is a_ festival devoted to 


American censorship, and [t's taking place In 
a country with far more stringent controls 
about what people can see... 


Yeah, right (laughs), It Is funny. I've heard 
so much that England Is so repressed, so I'm 
really curlous to see how they react. So far, 
| feel very safe. Karen Finley just sald fn 
the last Intervlew that In London, the 
tablolds would've exploited It, there would 
be protesters and that sort of thing...and 
here In Newcastle, people are just accepting 
It. So I feel pretty safe so far. Wetll see 
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how the audience reacts. I really dontt 


kKNOWeee 
ts this your first time In Britain? 


No, I was here when | was twelve or thirteen. 
Peopfe here seem very nice. ['m amazed they 
put up with so much censorshIp. 


ts this the same performance that you've been 
doting all along, or Is It a new show? 


For the last year and a half, It's the same 
one, different title. | didn't wanna call It 
POST PORN MODERNIST. | was afrald If the word 
"porn" was In, It would be too controversial. 


What do you think of performance art as a 
whole? 1 mean, are there any artists that you 
particularly admire? 


Well, my favourlte artist fs LInda Montano. 
She's a performance artist, she does videos 
and she's a genlus. Karen Finley | admire as 
a performance artiste. 


Do you and Karen argue about what you're 
doing? Her fIdeas seem very different to 
yours. 


1 think she polnts out the worst side and | 
try to polnt out the best sIde...and both are 
equally controversial (laughs), both are 
equally taboo, | think, for women to do. But 
1 think we have a kind of mutual admiration, 
she seems to be supportive. 


What do you think of new wave artists Ike 
Lydia Lunch? 

Oh, | love Lydia, I've photographed Lydia a 
bunch of times. 


1 know, I"ve got one of her albums that has 
Inner sfteeve photography by you. 


Oh God, you guys do your homework! 
How did you first get to know her? 


Oh, how dId 12? Good question. tf dontt 
remember! Maybe It was through Emillo 
Cuberlo, who directed my show the first time. 
Anyway, shortly after Lydia and | met, we did 
a photo-shoot and an Interview, then we did 
It agaln...we've done three full fledged 
shoots.eewhich Is more than I've photographed 
anyone else, except Linda Montano. We did 
some beautiful photos. [| think  shets 
Incredibly hot and sexy and julcy and nice 
and talented as hell, ! love her. She's the 
only poet whose work as poetry I really Ike. 
{ don't ifke poetry generally, but In terms 
of poetry, she blows me away. 


Me too. So what will you do next? What Is 
there left for you to do? 


Well, 'm very Interested In tantric 
discipline, learning more about breathing, 
meditation, ritual, sexual energy and how to 
use It, move It, bulld It, channel ft...and 
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I'd ilke to have a kInd of commune that'ts 
dedicated to that sort of thing. I'd Ike to 
do more books and more videos...some films. | 
feel IIlke thls performance Is gonna be phased 
out pretty soon. | don't know If there'I! be 
another one. 


Is that because you're losing Interest, or 
just want to move on? 


Yeah, It's tIlme to do something else. 


One final important question: what does the 
average day of your typical porn = star/ 
prost!tute/performance artist/writer/goddess/ 
photographer/sexual revolutionary consist of? 


I generally don't have an average day 
(laughs). Every day Is so different In my 
\tfe. One thing that's pretty constant Is 
that I try to eat well, [ do try to go swim 
or do some yoga or meditation every day, and 
1 do drink quite a lot of tea...and f make a 
lot of phonecalls (laughs), and 1 love baths. 
1 never read, never, never...never have time. 


| love to get my mall. If | get to do 
housework, that's a speclal treat, but 
normally t'm being creative, dolng some 


preparation for some project.ecee.and sex, of 
a 


coursel 


Noe 
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pe ee A MAD MAD 


Last Issue's CRAZY GUYS feature has struck a 
nerve !n the HEADPRESS readershlIp. Crazy 
sightings have been flowing [In thick and 
fast, something we wish to encourage with 
IT'S A MAD, MAD, MAD, MAD WORLD, a regular 
voice for you, the reader. Here are three of 
the best for this Issue... 


| work at X-RECORDS and the amount of loonles 
we get In Is unbellevable. I'm sure there Is 
a teleport outside where these people are 
beamed down from another planet. We have a 
thrasher that comes In called Dave. He 
normally comes tn on a Friday afternoon after 
getting pald and pissed out of his head. He 
asks all the customers at the top of his 
volce, "D'yer think am pissed?" and then 
tells them they're all fuck!n' cunts!! As he 
Itstens to a few hardcore CDs he tells us 
about the different things he's had up his 
arse, and how his mother caught him having a 
wankee. By this time we're getting fed up 
with the abuse to the customers which he does 
every week, The only reason we put up with 
It Is because he always goes home with about 
ten CDs (his nickname In the shop Is "I*Hl 
have that" = because whenever we play him 
something which !s loud, fast, Inaudible 
he'll say "I*IIl have that"). 


CHR!S JOHNSTONE, Bo!ton 
Chris promises more crazy observations — and 


pictures - with SHUFFLER, CLUTCHER, JIGGA- 
JOGGA, SNIFFER, BAG WOMAN and WOBBLEY LEG. 


| belleve you're right: there must be some 
kind of tInvaston of crazy people (mostly 
male) even here In Germany. 

The area where ! !ive used to be a nice 
quite spot here In Berlin, but last week, I 
was walking down the street with a friend 
(Daktarf) and saw this guy on a motorcycle 
shouting at a small man In a skirt who was 
standing In the middle of the street. The 
little one runs away to hide behind two 
parked cars. The man on the motorcycle rode 
away. Everything seemed to be OK now, but as 
we got nearer to the dwarf-Iike guy, he 
slipped down his underpants, held up his 
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MAD WORLD 


skirt and shot a mighty loud fart [n our 
direction...which seemed to get him very 
excited. I always felt myself to be open=- 
minded, but | have to say | changed sides of 
the street to avold more butt-performances, 

Or, the other day: this mongolo!d—-faced 
person right behind me on a _ packed bus 
shouting "FICK, FOTZEI" ("Fuck, Cunt!") every 
once In a while and then hiding his face 
behind an upside-down newspaper. 

What the hell Is going on! JI could also 
tell you about the man with a piece of black 
something (shit? oh my God) In his hair, 
shoutIng at people, or this guy who sings 
IIke hets on stage In opera while wearing 
silly wigs, but | think you've got the 
message! We are not alone! I even belleve 
there Is a spectal league of crazy people on 
blkes, with strange hair-do's, spot-lights 
right up to thelr face, riding around this 
cIty, and | have the strange feeling they 
will survive the Apocalypse. Bewarel 


JORG BUTTGEREIT, Berlin 


AL 


1 met him on the bus. A tall, slim man In 
his mid-thirtles, smartly dressed, He was 
complalning about the high bus fares. The 
fares had been !ncreased a short time ago, 
and we started a conversation. He sald he 
had Just been at the Classica! Studies 
department of my university, and speaking 
with one of his professors about his Ph.D. 
Greek was his subject. Belng a Greek student 


myself, {| became Interested with what he had 
to say and we arranged to meet tn the 
evening. 


When we met later, he spoke without a 
break. He sald he was fooking for lost Greek 
words and had been doling so for years. He 
had found many of them, and had even bul!t up 
a theory as to how lost words had become lost 
In the first place. He told me he was 
tracing the words back to their roots In 
other languages, and asked whether [| would 
like to help him file the words onto record 
cards. This is the part of the work that 
gets him down, because he had nobody to help 
him and he would prefer to spend his time In 
actually looking for the words as opposed to 
filing them. He even offered to pay, so f 
agreed to help him In his filing. He sald he 
would come back to my city In about two 
months, and we exchanged addresses. 

| had almost forgotten about the 
talented man with the high-voice and the 
behaviour of a ‘mummy's boy! until he 
actually phoned me — he would have time to 
come down to C, and asked me whether | would 
still be Interested In taking a look at his 
work. | Invited him down. [| share my flat 
with three other girls; one of them was on 
holiday, so we had a spare room. He gave me 


the time of his arrival and | went to the 
station to meet him. 

He turned up with three targe suitcases 
and a smal! bag. The suitcases were 
extremely heavy, and, since 1 don't have a 
car, we struggled to carry them back to my 
flat. in the three sultcases were literally 
miliflons of record cards, neatly in order 
under certain categorles. Some cards had 
quotations glued onto them. The things one 
usually takes on a journey and a stay away 
from home were contained In his one, small 
bag. 

The first thing he did was pinch the 
kitchen table and take It Into his room. The 
desk already In there wasn't big enough for 
all his cards. Then he displayed a few of 
the cards, and spoke about them Iike you 
would a lover. They were the pleasure of his 
lonely evenings, and best of all they were 
always there when he needed them. He could 
file them In different ways and they always 


exciting. This was the time 1! began to 
realize | had Invited a mad man into the 
flat. 


His urge for attention was unbellevabie. 
Yet, being his host, 1! didn't want to be 
{Impotite, so | didn't complain about him 
having the kitchen table, nor try to explain 
that a conversation needn't always be a 
monologue. After the first few hours In the 
flat, he became restless. 1! learned from him 
that he'd prepared some sandwiches and an 
apple for his journey, but couldn't remember 
whether he had lost them In the tax! to the 
train station or whether he had left them at 
his flat In L. —- which was about 400Km away — 
and the thought of his neighbours locating a 
stench and belng unable to get Into his flat 
made him sick. 

At first he phoned the taxi company In 
Le. to see If anyone there had found his 
sandwiches and apple In one of thelr cabs. 
Nothing. Therefore he declded he just had to 
return to his flat and throw the food Into 
the bIn, It was two days later before we saw 
him again. 

1 made an attempt to try and understand 


his filling system and why It was so 
Interesting to look for lost words, but 
couldn't. Yet, even if my guest was mad, he 


had a highly patd job In L. and | have to 
admit that the financial aspect of searching 
for lost words did give me a reason to try 
and understand what It was he was looking 
for. He stayed, talking about his lost words 
and problems In trying to find a girlfriend. 
His most recent girlfriend had been a cello 
player In an orchestra, but unfortunately, 
had run away with the conductor. He himself 
was now worrled about his genes: knowing that 
hts 1Q was much higher than average, he said 
he was determined to pass his genes on, He 
spoke very seriously about this to one of the 


girl's in the flat, who couldn't help but 
laugh. He was convinced the world would 
become a better place Inhabited by 


Intelligent people such as himself. 

Shortly afterwards, the other girls in 
the flat came to me saying that my guest had 
to leave because he was unbearable. i told 
him a fe about the room he was staying In 
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had to return earlier than expected. Not 
very Imaginative, | know. One of the girl's 
help us to carry the record cards to a hotel, 
and there we left him. 

Now, there Is one more person In the 
world | know to avold. But this Is how these 
things go, and not very long ago he passed my 
way again — still existing: still searching 
for his lost words and the possibiiity to 
pass his 1Q genes on... 


The author of the above has asked us to 
withhoid her Identity. 


s CUM 


DROPS 
David Kerekes 


A scum problem hits the streets every day. 
No, not your neighbour whenever he sets off 
for work (though he could be of epic scum 
proportions: an ugly fuck who smells IiIke 
shit). No, It's something else entirely. Does 
the iltter dilemma bother you? {t should. 
Litter Is a nuisance. it gets In the tread of 
your shoes, and It's unsightly. Just one 
discarded empty cigarette packet In the wrong 
place can turn a whole children's play area 
Into a quagmire of flith. Then follows the 


Inevitable: pestilence, festering welts, 
berl=-beri, botulism, potlomyelitis, sleepy 
sickness, infective hepatitis, and 
ultimatety: crack, the trots, cystic 


fibrosis, loose women and death. The problem 
has to be addressed and questions need to be 
answered for the sake of our chlidren, our 
ehfidren's children and for that dog-shit 
free Utopla scientists promlse of the future 
(when man will be a fioating spirit with no 
longer any need for guns and arms, legs or 
head). Who drops ali that shit? Why? Here's a 
top ten of (actual sighted) Scum Drops. 


- A pair of ments trousers 
motorway. 

- Half empty can of baked beans standing on a 
walt. 

- One shoe In the middie of the road. 
- A tampon (fresh), 

- Two armchairs, differing styles, 
middle of a car park. 

- Snappy dressed young man asleep on a golf 
course. 

- A pair of knickers and ladles' tights on 
Etmore Street. 

- An empty packet of contraceptive pilis Ina 
graveyard. 

- A (stinking) bag of something decomposing. 

- Money. 


Tying on a 


In the 


FANNY 
Ian Kerkhof 


Originally pubiished In 1748-49, FANNY HILL 
Is the first classic of English pornography, 
and certainly one of the most enduringly 
successful works of It's type. Having read 
the book twice many years ago In my teens, | 
was delighted to come across the recently re- 
published Penguin edition, which restores a 
passage that has been deleted since the first 
edition, and includes an Tiluminating 
Introduction by Peter Wagner, author of EROS 
REVIVED: A STUDY OF EROTICA IN EIGHTEEENTH 
CENTURY ENGLAND AND AMERICA. 


HILL 


Of course, the most pressing question 
that always arises when dealing with 
"classics" In any genre Is whether the work 
has relevance beyond its historical 
Importance. In this case, I'm delighted to 
report a resounding YESI 


Cleland's prose is, 240 years on, certainly 
not pornographic In the explicit sense that, 
for example, House Of Lords paperbacks are 
today, and the range of sexual activity he 
deals with Is extremely narrow, one might 
even say "Innocent",in comparison with De 
Sade's pornography of only 50 years later. 
What he does have to offer the hi-tech 
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steazoid is a tremendous sense of humour that 
constantly offers robust descriptions of 
sexual behaviour, providing one of those non- 
stop reads that you approach with as much 
gusto as young Frances HIil does her 
def loweringl 

The "story", as such, Is simple to the 
point of non-existance. Frances Is orphaned 
at 15. The virgin country girl makes her way 
to London where she fails Into the hands of a 
"madam". She escapes, however, and Is taken 
as mistress to her first love, Charies, who 
captures her heart and ruptures her hymen. 
When he Is unexpectedly whisked away from 
England, Fanny submits to her Inevitable 
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FANNY HILL (UK, 


fate. Stints as mistress and house prostitute 
leave her, at 19, suitably wealthy to be abla 
to marry said Charles, who she re-encounters 
by chance. The narrative takes the form of 
two letters (the book was originally 
published In two volumes) to an anonymous 
Madam who Fanny wishes to confide In. 

The primary fixation of the characters 
In this eighteenth century picturesque tale 
Is virginity. Men will go to any lengths to 
acquire the unique moment of defloration and 
women to any lengths In faking It (there's a 
WILD scene with blood soaked sponges 
concealed In secret compartments of the 
bedpostsII1). Fanny astutely comments on this 
phenomemon: "All my looks and gestures ever 


breathing nothing but that Innocence whIch 
men so ardently require In us, for no other 
end than to feast themselves with the 
pleasure of destroying It". 

After defloration, most of the men In 
Fanny's IIlfe seem quite content to hump away 
In the stralghtforward position, and the 
first Intruslon of some solld perversion Is 
as late as page 180 with the entrance of a 
corpulent customer whose member Is Just as 
"squob" (great word!) as he. Requiring a 
severe thrashing In order to even get erect, 
let alone ejaculate, he Introduces Fanny to 
the fascinating pleasure/paln world of the 
flagellant, In a masterful passage well worth 
repeating In full: 

"AIT my back parts, naked halfway up, 
were now fully at his mereys: and first he 
stood at a convenlent distance, dellghtIng 
himself with a gloating survey of the 
attitude | lay In, and all the secret stores 
| thus exposed to hIm In falr display: then 
springing eagerly towards me, he covered all 
those naked parts with a fond confuslon of 
kIsses. And now takIng hold of the rod, 
rather wantoned with me, In gentle 
Infllctlons on those tender trembIIng masses 
of my flesh behind, than In any way hurt 
them, till, by degrees, he began to tingle 
them with smarter lashes, so as to provoke a 
red colour Into them, which | knew, as well 
by flegrant glow I felt there as by his 
tellIng me, they now emulated the native rose 
of my other cheeks. When he had then amused 
himself with admiring and toyIng with them, 
he went on to strike harder, and more hard, 
so I needed all my patience not to cry out, 
or complain at least: at last he twlgged me 
so smartly as to fetch blood, at sight of 
which he flung down the rod, flew to me, 
kIssed away the starting drops, and, sucking 
the wounds, eased a good deal of my pain, But 
now ralsing me on my knees, and making me 
kneel with them straddling wide, that rather 
tender part of me, naturally the province of 
pleasure, not of paln, came In for Its share 
of suffering. For now, eyelng It wistfully, 
he directed the rod so that the sharp ends of 
the twigs IIghted there so sensibly that I 
could not help winchIng and writhing my IImbs 
with smart; so that my contortions of body 
must necessarily throw It Into an Infinite 
varlety of postures and polnts of view. But 
still | bore everything without crying out; 
when presently, glvilng me another pause, he 
rushed, as It were, on that part whose IIps 
and round=about had felt hls cruelty, and by 
way of reparation, glues his own to them. 
Then he opened, shut and squeezed them, 
plucked softly the overgrowlIng moss, and all 
this In a style of wild passlonate rapture 
and enthuslasm that expressed excess of 
pleasure: tlIll betakIng himself to the rod 
again, encouraged by my passiveness, and 
Infurlated with this strange taste of 
delight, he made my poor posterlors pay for 
the ungovernableness of It; for now, showing 
them no quarter, the traltor cut me so that I 
wanted but very IIttle of falnting away, when 
he gave over, And yet | did not utter one 
groan or angry expostulatlion; but In my heart 
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| resolved nothing so serlously as never to 
exposes myself agaln to the IIke severItles." 


While Fanny was at least prepared to try 
flagellation out before condemning it, she's 
less flexible regarding oral (which only gets 
mentioned once In a rather bemused tone) and 
anal penetration. The prim disapproving tone 
she applies to the unsuccessfully attempted 
buggery of a woman dressed as a man on pages 
191-2 Is worlds away from the really 
revolutionary sexual phllosophy of De Sade. 
homosexuallty Is violently denounced after 
beIng IntImately decrIbed on pages 194-5, In 
the legendary passage which has been 
suppressed sInce the book's earliest 
appearance. Peter Wagner notes here that the 
pecullar double standard of  bourgeols 
morality In the 18th century considered 
lesblanism as an “acceptable though not 
natural" form of sexuality while male 
homosexuallty was vigorously denounced, and 
Indeed, "untIl the 19th century, sodomy was 
punIshable by death If penetration could be 
proved"! 

Cleland does though, at times, manage to 
transcend the pecullar morality of his times 
and provide InsIghts which are stil! relevant 
to contemporary sexual relations. A good 
example of this Is hIs comparison of the 
vagina's "milking" of the orgasming penis to 
the chlId suckling on Its mother's nipple. 
Those fami [lar with Susan Griffiths! writings 
on pornography will be startled by the 
similarities of this discription to her 
analysis of contemporary pornography's 
obsession with cum=-swallowIng as a revenge on 
the mother for the trauma Involved In breast 
feeding. 


BasIcally then, there's a great deal In this 
book, and | would recommend It to all 
Interested In erotica and pornography. It's 
splendid materlal for a film, and I could 
Imagine Ken Russell dolng very nicely with 
It. Ill close with one last clItatlon, a 
description by Fanny as she watches her 
middle-aged madam belng done by a beefeater: 
"As he stood on one side for a minute or 
so, unbuttonIng his walstcoat and breeches, 
her fat brawny thighs hung down; and the 
whole greasy landscape lay falrly open to my 
views a wide open-mouthed gap, over-shaded 
with a grizzly bush seemed held out IIke a 
beggar's wallet for Its proviston", 
Sultably sleazy? 


JAMES H NICHOLSON ana SAMUEL Z ARKOFF present 


an AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL PICTURE seein curst enrrane 


DE SADE'S JULIETTE 
David Flint 


"If the Olrector of Public Prosecutions falls 
to prosecute this book with Its endless 
sexual torture, Its splitting open of living 
children, Its dlsembowelling of pregnant 
women, Its bables belng cut to shreds and Its 
continual advocacy of violence of the most 
perverted kind, then he willl, we belleve, 
have falled In his duty" 

MARY WHITEHOUSE 


"It Is 1,200 pages of sickening fllth. The 
sooner It Is swept from the shelves the 
better" 

JOHN SMITH, THE PEOPLE 
"It Is hard to Imagine a book more 
evi leeoleeeappeal to everyone who values the 
rule of the law and feels that Incltement to 
violence against children has no part In our 
soclety to write to the Prime Minister or to 
me, demanding that Arrow be prosecuted..." 


MOYRA BREMNER 
He made evil 
an art, 


virtue a vice 


and paina 
pleasure! 


& 


KEIR DULLEA + 
SENTABERGER \ 
LILLI PALMER 


Urge 


ANNA MASSEY-SoNIA ZIEMANN -JOHN HUSTON 


©1969 American International Pictures 


Perhaps we shouldn't be surprised by the 
above moral Indignation. After all, Britain 
Is unfortunately chock full of moralistic 
blgots who seek to ban just about anything 
that challenges thelr narrow view of life and 
the mythical Family structure, Mary 
Whitehouse has done very nicely out of trying 
to stop people from having the right to 
choose what to look at for nearly thirty 
years, and "Plain" John Smith ("Man of the 
People" as his column used to be rather 
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chillingly called) usually spends his time 
complaining about lefties, forelgners with 
ways different to our own (how dare they - 
send tem back where they came from), poofters 
and other soclal undesirables - which 
generally Includes anyone to the left of 
Norman Tebbit. But there's a difference here. 
This time, they're not outraged by a new 
book. We're not talking here about AMERICAN 
PSYCHO or some squalld rip off; rather, the 
novel that has created such moralistic shock— 
waves was first published In 1797. The author 
was the Marquis De Sade, and the novel In 
question was JULIETTE. 

To try to understand why the publication 
of thls book In Britaln has caused such an 
outery, we have to go back to the sixties. 
After the famous court victory of LADY 
CHATTERLEY'S LOVER, the years of restralnt In 
publishing seemed to be over. While numerous 
books were still belng prosecuted, sometimes 
successfully (as with FANNY HILL), more and 
more long suppressed volumes were surfacing. 
By the middle of the decade, coples of De 
Sade's work began to appear In Britaln, 
elther through UK publishers Ilke Corgl, or 
on Import from the Ilkes of Grove Press. They 
weren't massive sellers, but enough people 
bought them to make publication viable. 
Unfortunately, one of the most enthuslastic 
readers was one lan Brady. And that's where 
the problems began. When It became known that 
the Moors Murderers had been "Insplred" by De 
Sade — the clalm belng that Brady had taken 
De Sade's phllosophles to heart, and set out 
to put them Into practice — hls works became 
rapidly unacceptable. From the late sixtles 
on, they stayed unpublI shed, and - seemingly 
- unpublishable. As far as Britain was 
concerned, Oe Sade was a "non-person", Untll 
a few years ago. 


For reasons best known to themselves, 
Arrow decided to publish De Sade's THE 120 
DAYS OF SODOM In 1989. A huge volume (the 
rather slim novel fllled out with assorted 
essays and plays elther by or about the 
Marquis, no doubt In an effort to give the 
book an aura of respectability), It appeared 
out of nowhere and sat unobtrusively on the 
shelves of more adventurous bookshops across 
the country. And nobody noticed... or, If 
they noticed, they didn't care. Which Is odd, 
as 120 DAYS... contalns just as much — If not 
more — child abuse, torture and mutilation as 
JULIETTE. 

Presumably, sales of the book must have 
been satisfactory enough, and complaints 
minimal enough, for Arrow to venture Into De 


Sade territory agaln In 1991. But this time, 
the forces of decency were ready. Perhaps 
they'd only plcked up on the publication of 
the earller volume long after publication, 
and felt that It was too late to do anything. 
Who knows. But thls time, they were ready and 
determined to stop this ‘“‘fllth* from 
polluting the otherwise Innocent minds of the 
great British public. Oddly though, It wasn't 
the ublquitous Mrs Whitehouse who started the 
outcry this time. No, It was writer and 
broadcaster Moyra Bremner. Writing to the 
London EVENING STANDARD, she clalms the book 
Is “an Inclitement to violent crime", and 
continues, "| belleve thls book should not be 
allowed to pour petrol on the already 
horrifying flre of crimes agalnst the 
vulnerable = especially agalnst children*™, 
Bremner's answer to thls problem was to bring 
the book to the attention of the DPP, and to 
demand a prosecution under the Obscene 
Publications Act. To help In his declslon, 
Bremner also mounted a well publicised 
campalgn agalnst both JULIETTE and Arrow's 
plans to publish the sequel JUSTINE, which Is 
where the IIlkes of Mary Whitehouse and 
*"Plaln® John Smith come In, While Bremner 
appeals to the IIterate "“Intelllgentsia", 
Whitehouse and Smith alm thelr comments at 
the ordinary public. A publlc who don't much 
understand the Issues, but who feel an 
InstInctlve outrage at the pubIIcation of 
such a disgusting book; a public who will 
readily condemn the novel on the say~so of 
thelr favourlte newspaper. The fact that they 
haven't read JULIETTE, and are unllkely ever 
to do so, doesn't enter Into It - after all, 
It's unllkely that elther Whitehouse or Smith 
have read JULIETTE elther; Mary Whitehouse In 
particular Is known to avold seelng the 
things she condemns, lest she herself be 
morally corrupted. 

But both sides of the Intellectual 
divide are belng sold on the same reasons for 
banning JULIETTE In particular and De Sade In 
general. The maln reason Is the abuse of 
chlidren. This Is, of course, a_ highly 
emotive subject, and Is picked up on by all 
the novel's accusers, who Indignantly IIst 
the atrocitles commited withtn the story. The 
“protection of children" argument was first 
Introduced during the video nasty campaign In 
the early elghtles, and Its _ Incredible 
success meant that It would surface as a 
major argument In all subsequent moral 
censorship debates. The reasoning Is simple: 
while Whitehouse and the IIke called for 
stiffer moral controls over pornography — or 
thelr tdea of pornography - to prevent the 
corruption of the natlon, nobody really took 
them serlously, and countered thelr clalms 
wlth questions of freedom of cholce. The 
antl-censorshIip lobby could rightly state 
that pornography hurt nobody, and that It 
should be left up to the Individual to decide 
on whether or not to "consume" It. By 
bringing the "child factor" In, such 
counteractlons have been cleverly 
circumvented. Now, Whitehouse wlil claim that 
It might be all right for adults to see such 
materlal, but what about the children? Not 
only do we run the risk of them belng exposed 


to pornography and thus somehow traumatlsed 
(remember the old news story of the Iittle 
girl who supposedly sald that she'd seen a 
video nasty and now knew what sex was - her 
description being of violent rape), but we 
also rlsk children belng abused by people who 
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were, presumably, perfectly normal before 
thelr exposure to such materlal turned them 
Into slavering paedophiles. Indeed, if 
Whitehouse Is to be belleved, thousands of 
children are belng forced Into child porn 
rings, producing kiddle porn films and 
magazines for perverts who want stronger and 
stronger stuff all the time...Including snuff 
fllms, which are still belng reported by the 
press and Investigated by police, despite 
there belng no evidence that any exist. 


Another factor that connects the two 
groups Is the Violence Towards/Denl gration of 
Women element. While Whitehouse and her 
moralistic right wing supporters are as far 
removed from the Ideals of femInIsm as one 
could ImagIne, they are nevertheless willing 
to use the feminIist's arguments about 
pornography to further thelr alms. After all, 
they want as much support as they can muster. 


But this Is really Bremner's ground, The 
exploltation and abuse of women In 
pornography Is a very fashlonable concern 


amongst people who prefer to have thelr 
opinions formed by the pages of SPARE RIB 
rather than by thinking for themselves...and 
It's no longer acceptable for the (pseudo) 
Intellectual set to talk of "freedom of 


expression" = Instead, they must be concerned 
with mlsogyny, 
sexualfty, and the 

pornography on soclety. 
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negative effects of 
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It Is surprising, therefore, to see 
JULIETTE belng defended, not by pornographers 
and the decadent IndIlviduals who read the 
Ilkes of WEADPRESS, but by respectable 
people. People IIlke Anthony Burgess and Larry 
Adler, AnIta Brookner and Julle Burchill. 
These are people who wouldn't dream of 
protesting about the banning of a video IIke 
THE DRILLER KILLER, no matter how 
artistically valld It mlght be, yet they are 
willing to stand up and defend the works of 
De Sade. The reason seems to be that the 
Intellectuals still have an_ Instinctive 
horror of book burning. 

The difference between books and videos, 
magazines and other materlals that are 
regularly hauled before the courts Is that 
unllke the others, books are not generally 
prosecuted. It was generally agreed that the 
unsuccessful prosecution of {#NSIDE LINDA 
LOVELACE In 1976 meant an end to the 
prosecution of the written word. That wasn't 
entirely true, of course; gay porn novels 
were stlll often found obscene. And only a 
few months ago, Savoy's LORD HORROR was 
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successfully prosecuted In Manchester. ThlIs 
Is a highly disturbing case that has been 
glven a disgracefully small amount of press 
coverage. LORD HORROR Is an extreme, 
flctlonallsed verslon of the IIfe of English 
war-time traltor Lord Haw-Haw. Along with the 
novel, Manchester police have selzed coples 
of the assoclated LORD HORROR and MENG & 
ECKER comle books from Savoy, who are thelr 
favourlte target for Intimidation. The 
magistrate (note: you no longer have the 
small comfort of a jury to declde your fate 
during obscenIty prosecutions) who found the 
novel obscene = thus makIng It the first work 
of serlous IIterary merlt to be found guilty 
sInce LAST EXfT TO BROOKLYN In 1967 - Just 
happened to be the same magIstrate who had 
signed the orlglinal pollce warrant to selze 
the publications. God bless our great 
democracy! As | write, the case Is golng to 
appeals; If the appeal Is unsuccessful, It 
creates an unhealthy precedent for the 
prosecutlon of serlous IIterature as well as 
pornography. Although the LORD HORROR case 
has galned IIttle press attentlon (one can't 
help thinking that If It had happened In 
America, It would have been covered 
extensively on TV programmes IIke THE LATE 
SHOW), but the mere possibility of JULIETTE 
belng taken to court has produced shock waves 
amongst the country's Intelllgentsla and 
lIterary set, who are well aware of the 
potential effects of a successful 
prosecution. After all, things wouldn't stop 
with De Sade... 

Ironically, Ms Bremner's protests have 
succeeded malnly In publiclsing a book that 
would otherwise have gone relatively 
unnoticed. Although a few falnt-hearted shops 
ceased stocking the novel when her campalgn 
began, most of those who would have carrled 
It normally are now agaln doling so. And It's 
safe to say that many people are buylIng the 
book sImply In order to find out Just what 
all the fuss Is about. Those seeking a cheap 
thrill are Ilkely to be dlisappolnted; not 
only Is JULIETTE rather more costly than the 
average paperback, but It's also - by the 
standards of modern pornography - decidedly 
unerotic. Onanistic readers will = find 
themselves wading through expansive amounts 
of political and Intellectual theorlsing 
before they reach the "dirty bits"... and 
then they'II| be let down by the rather 
detached descriptions of debauchery and 
perversion that read more Ilke medical 
descriptions than prime wank-fodder. De Sade 
didn't write pornography. Rather he wrote 
Ilbertarlan fantasles, of which = sexual 
freedom was only a part. A fervent athelst, 
much of JULIETTE Is taken up with De Sade's 
attacks on the church and scorn over the 
clalms of the existence of God. De Sade's 
writing Is primarily political, and his use 
of explicit sexual fantasles Is as much tled 
up In hls own Ideas about a world where 
people are free to practice anything they 
wish to, even at the expense of others, as 
with the desIre to provide his reader with an 
erotle frisson. 

It's also worth polnting out that De 
Sade's writings can -— and have been - be 


taken as early femInIst documents. In 
JULIETTE, the title character Is a strong- 
willed woman In control of her own destiny. 
He presents the reader with educated, 
Intell Igent women concerned with thelr own 
pleasure rather than that of thelr male 
benefactor, as Is stIIl often the case In 
IIterature. While his work Is certalnly full 
of violence towards women, It Is _ only 
directed at those women who haven't shown the 
wlll to take control; De Sade might be 
advocating the survival of the fittest, but 
he Isn't suggesting that the fittest will 
necessarily be male. 

At the time of writing, JULIETTE has not 
been prosecuted. Arrow, unperturbed by the 
outcry, published the sequel JUSTINE In 
September, and as with THE 120 DAYS OF SODOM, 
the public reaction was negligible. In 
November, Creatlon Press published a new, 
modernised translation of PHILOSOPHY IN THE 
BOUDOIR, which Is consIderably more 
accessible (and also considerably more 
erotic) for the casual reader than the Arrow 
publications. All the currently avallable De 
Sade works are, however, recommended for the 
more serlous reader. 
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Footnote: De Sade has been flimed on numerous 
occaslons, though none of the movies come 
close = for obvlous reasons — to the delirium 
of the writing. Best known of these are Jesus 
Franco's JUSTINE, PasolInI's SALO (which used 
THE 120 DAYS OF SODOM as a NazI allegory, 
which Is not so much of a leap — before the 
fllm had been shot, the novel had been 
referred to as prophesyIng the NazI regime) 
and the British-made CRUEL PASSION, which 
starred Koo Stark as the unfortunate Justine. 
Other adaptations Include THE VIOLATION OF 
JUSTINE (a popular cholce for filming), and 
two versions of PHILOSOPHY IN THE BOUDOIR by 
Jesus Franco, both entitled EUGENIE. In 1969, 
AIP made a rather tame version of the 
Marquis! IIife, ImagInatIvely entitled DE 
SADE. Most of these films were elther badly 
mauled or banned outright by the British 
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censors, who also removed much of the footage 
featuring De Sade from the horror film 
WAXWORK, The Marquis! work "Inspired" BLOODY 
PIT OF HORROR and he made a _ posthumous 
appearance as the title character In THE 
SKULL, based on Robert Bloch's short story 
THE SKULL OF THE MARQUIS DE SADE. JUSTINE 
has been fllmed for French TV a couple of 
years ago. Those of you who work up a sweat 
during those heavy S/M sesslons can quench 
your thirst with Marquis De Sade champagne. 
As HEADPRESS goes to press, a verslon of THE 
120 DAYS OF SODOM Is about to somehow be 
performed at the Battersea Arts Centre. More 
on this next time. 
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David Slater 


The common pervert has adapted wefl to our 
society, they are part of our modern culture. 
They can be seen quite readily In urban 
areas, often In the suburbs and occastonally 
they are spotted [n city centres going about 
thelr bustness {mn the rush—-hour bustle. Many 
prefer the tranquillity of woodlands and 
rural areas. These solftary, sometimes shy 
creatures falf Into different specles, It Is 
onfy thelr courtship displays that refate 


them. Some are nocturnal, others prefer 
daylight hours. Many blend Into the 
background ITke chameleons and are 


unrecognised as perverts, thelr devlations 
conducted In privacy. But others are bfatant 
and obvious and get a kick out of obscure 
publle displays. Some will perform to any 
avallable audfence, whereas others will 
concentrate on a specific target, usualfy an 
Individual, usuafly a juvenlle, This type of 
pervert Is easlly Identified by his clothing 
("you can see them coming a mile off", so to 
speak). Invarlably they wilf be wearing a 
track~sult or, more commonty, a blue nylon 
parka (the snorkel varlety). Now, this attire 
Is not Interchangeable between the two fe; 
the track-sult pervert will never be seen 
wearing a parka and vise versa. The clothing 
Itse!f Is what distingulshes these two very 
different species of lecher. 

The track-suft perverts are the more 
forward of the subgenus. They can communicate 
with people, they may even have a subdued 
social Iffe (If they have a local drinking 
house they will have occasfonal mutterings 
with the bar-staff rather than chats with the 
regufar punters) and be on _ nodding 
acquafntance with the nefghbours. Because of 
this abfllty to converse they wifl actually 
ask — usually In a clrcumlocutive manner — If 
Fhetr Intended prey wants to Indulge f!n some 
obscure sexual act, maybe even offer some 
money or other Incentive. One particular line 
Is "Hey son, how would you Il{ke to mode! some 
sports gear for me? You know, sIlfk shorts an! 
stuff. I'm a photographer, | IIve In those 
high=-rfse flats there..." In order to back up 
his claim he may be carrying a cheap 
Instamatic camera (with flash cube), or a 
battered ADIDAS bag with colourful clothing 
sptlling out. 

Although they often Inflftrate the 
suburbs the track-sult perv Is more at home 
In park land. There, they pretend to jog but 
are actually trolffng the woodlands for the 
young (elther gender), nafve and vulnerable. 
Once a sultable victim has been found they 
will spark up a conversation feading to a 
sultabfle encouragement. Puppfes are too 
elfched, Ice-cream and sweets bribes have 
been replaced with cigarettes and hard cash, 
alcohol and drugs. Sometimes the perv won't 
bother with ambiguous rambifngs and get 
strafght to the point. After all, according 
to media statistics there's a damn good 
chance that the kid has already been abused 
anyway. During converstions adopting the 
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subtle approach the hands wifl gestIculate 
around the groln area where an obvious 
erection wilf bulge. Typicaf examples of the 
verbal fure are, "Collecting conkers lad? 
eeenice big nuts aren't they...wanna see some 
BIGGER nuts?..." or, "That's a nice fishint 
net... caught any tiddfers yet?...Bloody ‘ell 
those're no use...ever seen a fish fike 
THIS?" or even, “What kind of butterfly [Is 
that, kid?...a cabbage white Is [t?...1 like 
big hafry caterp!illars best... this looks 
lfke a blg halry caterpiflar, don't It?" If 
disturbed by approaching adults, he will flee 
and make his way back home. Nor wIfl It fook 
odd, a man In a track=suft running, al! red— 
faced and sweaty. You see them every day, In 
the streets, In the parks, the genulne 
fitness fanatics creating [deal camouflage 
for the pervert. The track-sult perv will 
lfve alone In a counc!{ flat. He may have a 
budgle. 


The parka=pervs are a very different breed. 
These guys are retentive, Inward looking 
creatures. They are loners who hate the world 
and the world hates them. The snorkel hood {s 
an Ideal hiding place. Thefr ugly faces can 
barely be distingulshed In the shadows of 
this fur-lined tube. The pockets of the coat 
couldn't have been better placed. The years 
of groin fumbling often wear holes through 
the quilted orange Ifnlng. The blue nylon 
parka was designed by a perv solely for the 


perv (and the trafn-spotter of course). 


The parka-pervs hang around schools or 
children's play areas and fumble. They stand 
motionless as scarecrows save for the modest 
fidgeting In the frontal pockets. They have 
no yearning for sexual contact of copulation 
(as oppose to the track-sult perv who wants 
to share hls hard-on with just about anyone), 
thls neutered behaviour Is all they desIre. 
Parka=pervs cannot get erections, they just 
tug at thelr wasted genItals and dream. They 
do not ejaculate, merely drool saliva strings 
from the corners of thelr mouths. Unlike the 
track-sult perv they really don't care who 
sees them loltering. They feel safe Inside 
thelr hoods. The view they percelve Is fur— 
Itned tunnel-vislon of the outside world, not 
much different from watching TV. 

When the sex<drive Is latent they wander 
the streets staring at the pavement. This 
"ostrich=mode" wlll continue untIl the feeble 
testosterone level peaks and the urge to 
observe brings the head upright. The hood 
opening will then be focused on a sultable 
target and the fondling will commence. 

When the parka-perv Is at home he wIIl 
watch video recordings of SESAME STREET or 
GRANGE HILL. Coat on. Hood up. Fumbling. The 
parka-perv wlll IIve with hls parents and 
InherIt the house when they dle. From that 
day he will degenerate even further. These 
Insular creatures cannot be helped. They shun 
any soclal communication and are IIkewlse 
shunned by soclety. 

Once you are aware of thelr exIstence It 
Is surprising how many you can actually see 
shambI Ing around, It could be that thelr 
Insularlty extends only to soclety In general 
but not to thelr own kind. Perhaps they have 
created some kind of covert fraternity and 
the blue nylon parka Is the equivalent of the 
funny hand-shake. Maybe, as two come face to 
face, they do not enquire, "Have you been on 
the square?" but ask, "Have you been In the 
park?", Regular ceremonlal meeting could take 
place at secret venues where InItlatlons will 
occur. The novice wIll be taken blindfolded 
before the Grand Mastur to whom his withered 
genitals wlll be exposed, he will be struck 
about the head with a duffel—bag filled with 
kiddies toys. He wlll be placed on a mock-up 
tyre-swing and the hooded veterans will spin 
him Into euphoric bliss. Finally, he willl 
swear hls alleglance and be handed a street 
map with all the schools, playgrounds, 
MotherCare shops etc. marked with highIIght 
pens. The parka perv will then shamble Into 
soclety, his IIps sealed with a vow of 
silence and the Grand Mastur's final 
Instruction wlll be, "Remember, say nothing 
and keep your head down." 


Of course there are many different classes of 
perverts that fall between the two extremes 
mentioned above. The track-sult perv and the 
parka perv sImply resIde at opposite ends of 
the spectrum of welrdos. These Intermediary 
characters are the sex-clowns of the clIty. 
Thelr clothing Is more varled but they are 
stIll quite easy to spot. Typical attire Is a 
maroon sult with flared trousers (zip 
permanently down, IIfeless todger dangling), 
black, moccasin type slIp~ons splitting at 
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the puckered seams. They may wear a khaki 
gabardiIne with a plss staln shaped IIlke a map 
of Australia at the back or a black donkey=- 
jacket with the pockets torn off. These 
freakish clty-dwellers spend much of thelr 
time In public tollets. Should you be 
unfortunate enough to use such a place at the 
wrong time the lunatic perv will always 
shuffle up to the urlnal next to you. The 
others may be empty but he will still squeeze 
next to you. He won't plIss elther, just 
stare, fondling hls knob. Sometimes In thls 
situation they speak but thelr language Is 
IndecIpherable. There Is somethIng about the 
public tollet that attracts the perverts IIke 
moths to a IIght. It could be the permanent 
bleach/urIne smell or the claustrophoblic 
atmosphere or simply the fact that they are 
usually fllled with guys with thelr dicks 
hanging out. 

The public tollet was once a widespread 
haven for the pervert but now they have all 
but been eradicated, But, In the not too 
distant past, the cottaging Industry was at 
Its helght. Once the pervs had establIshed 
themselves In a particular tollet=-block It 
would eventually become common knowledge and 
the general publlc would cease usIng It (for 
Its Intended purpose at least). The blocks 
themselves were designed In an  omlnous 
fashion and ultimately modlfled to satisfy 
the pervert. A narrow entrance that often 
curved and hid the urinals from view untll 
you were well Inside. Lights that were 
permanently out. Tiled floors that seemed to 
slope Inwards and make exIt awkward. The 
uncomfortable acoustles that echoed paranola. 
Wire-meshed window openings decorated wlth 
tollet-paper squares. Graffit!l messages and 
boasts. The smell of flith. Decaying matter 
splitting from the never-flushed tollet-bowls. 
PIss pools and splIt condoms. And It was from 
these obscure objects of desire that sex- 
viruses bred and spread IIke polsons from a 
malarlal pond. In fact a typical public 
lavatory resembled a troplical InsectI vorous 
plant. It would attract the filles and prevent 
there escape for those that did leave always 
went back for more. Had the places not been 
subject to the massive demolltion project 
that made them almost extInct then they would 
be hell-holes Indeed - sort of viral warfare 
bombshells = with the AIDS plague unfurling 
as It Is today. 


(sScuUM LIFE AND 


Stefan Jaworzyn 


When [ orlginally suggested thls plece to 
some Dave or other | envisloned a kind of 
scathing journey Into the heart of the vinyl 
collector scum nightmare. But, the more 1 
pondered the less appeal | found restricting 
myself to record collector vermin (particular 
as [| number among them and have caught myself 
acting In the unmistakably twisted and 
furtive manner of varlous nameless scum of my 
acqualntance). Also, 1 hate everyone, not 
only the repulsive slobs who hang around 
record falrs (pretty much a type wlth those 
who frequent flim falrs and model train 
conventions -— greasy halr and general lack of 
personal hyglene, baggy pants sllding down to 
expose a sweaty ass crease as they rifle 
through a battered cardboard box of BONEY M 
singles or CONTINENTAL FILM REVIEW or 00/HO 
ROLLING STOCK GUIDE, you knoweee). I mean, | 
even hate my fucklng frlends, man, and was 
warned by a Dave I'd probably have very few 
left If | wrote the plece that first struck 
me as, um, amusing ("Why | Hate My Friends" = 
the outcome of a particularly gruelling day, 
the launch of the SHOCK book, which brought 
out every subconsclous loathing I'd been 
harbouring for God knows how [0Nngeee)e 
Anyway, some (though not many, the more I 
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think about I+) of my genuine (ahem) friends 
don't really rate too high on the scum-o- 
meter and It would be unfalr to number 
relatively Innocent freaks along with the 
untouchables IIkely to crop up In_= any 
analysis of scum=-types. What's more, my 
attempts to broaden the spectrum of scum, 
were confounded by fallure to turn up the 
vinyl collector catalogue extracts required 
to Illustrate the true depths of depravity 
scum can achleve (for a malnilne Injection of 
pure scum there's nothing IIlke a good 
catalogue of good rarities to deepen your 
gloom). So what I've ended up with Is a 
generalized Introductlon to certaln aspects 
of ‘human’ behaviour that the casual punter 


would do well to avold manifesting If 
he/she/It values Its friends and/or 
precarlous hold on reall tyee. 

(Hey, here's an amusing tangential 


something or other: [ recently bought a fax 
machine and for a while It was connected to 
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our regular telephone number, causing that 
horrible tone to bleat out at every caller. 
Gef f Rushton suggested Itd done it 
dellberately to plss people off, which led me 
to the Idea of having the phone permanently 
connected to the new fax number so all the 
losers who'd somehow managed to blag my 
number over the years — fuck you alll — would 
finally glve up calling after belng greeted 
by a few seconds of unacceptable tweetIng; 
sadly, my ‘wife’ figured I'd Include all her 
friends In with the bozold crowd so my [IttTé 
dream was scupperedeece)e i 


Anyway, once you develop any kind of scum 
hablts you become afflicted In the thinking 
department: there are the obvious attempts 
to justify It (both to yourself and whatever 
partner you're lucky to have If you're not so 
totally soclally retarded as to drive anyone 
offering a friendly orifice away with your 
hablt); there are the perlods of pathetic 
gulity head-hanging after a_ particularly 
ludicrous collecting binge ("Oh God, $850 on 
an orlglinal copy of THE INDEX LP that actually 
sounds worse than the bootleg relssuel"); 
there are the moments of genulne cluelessness 
when you buy a plle of garbage and sit there 
thinking "Huh?" as you try to re-enact the 
moments before the bralnstorm that caused you 
to waste so much money ("What happened to 
make me buy those 23 SUN” RA LPs wlfhout 
covers, labels or matrix numbers that turned 
out to be 22 coples of the same record and a 
SONNY AND CHER test pressing?"); there are 
those deflant moods when you bare your teeth 
and snarl "So fucking what If | spent £20 on 
a GURU GURU LP I've already got? The cover's 
In much better shape on thls one"... If 
you're gullfty then you'll be famillar with 
all these scenarlos, and the multitude of 
varlatlons thereof. (Losers who still find 
It necessary to buy 7th generation bootlegs 
of some Lucio Fulcl dog dubbed Into 
Lithuanlan, closet queens who attempt to 
prove they're ‘normal’ by hoarding Betty Page 
trash, bull dyke Lt. Uhuru fans who snort and 
paw at STAR TREK dross, spotty geeks In 
anoraks ogling X-MEN comics they can't steal 
enough from thelr mum's purses to afford, 
anal retentives who collect copyright dates 
off movles - ALL ARE SCUM AND UTTERLY 
LOATHSOME I ) 


But the most significant moment In the [lives 
of scum Is that feellng of ecstasy 
accompanylng the discovery of an absurdly 
underprlced/much-desIred/holy grail scum Item 
and the subsequent consumption of It. 
Getting It home and playing It Is Irrelevant 
- the worst scum wouldn't even dream of 
playing a mint condition LEAFHOUND LP In case 
It tdevalued' the damn thing — they'd file It 
and put It on thelr next auction IIsteo. (Not 
to mention the fact that you'd have to have a 
mental problem of Herculean proportions to 
ever want to play It...) You know there's no 


hope when you catch yourself In the filing 
mode and discover stuff you'd forgotten you 
even consumedeee (What do people do with 
movie poster collections? What do péople do 
with an English, French, German and Polish 
set of OCTOPUSSY lobby cards?) The perverts 
who Indulge in all these aforementioned 
practices are the same type of misfit who'd 
pick someone up In a bar, take "em home, get 
undressed, then disappear into the bathroom 
to jerk off while thinkIng what It might have 
been IIlke to fuck.e. What's the” polnt of 
Such characters maintaining thelr existence? 

Um, where was 1? 

Sorry, lost my mind for a minute... One 
of the first signs of Imminent scum collapse 
fs when you start covering your ass, junky 
style. You're oozing home, clutching your 
squalid duffle bag of prize purchases, after 
having carefully avoided the people you sald 
you'd meet, when you bump into another scum 
loser. Rather than visit a scum emporium 
(after all, he might see the good shit before 
you dol) you go to a pub, where you find 
yourself lying blatantly about either not 
having visited varftous shops ("Never anything 
there anyway", you mumble, reminding yourself 
to go back first thing tomorrow) or having 
falled to score ("Oh, yeah, that dump, 
nothing worth having, really", meaning you've 
just emptied It of stuff you know the oaf Is 
desperate to get). Your next move Is to walt 
until you're on the phone to the hapless funk 
before you mention you scored a set of 
Jonathan Ross chewing tobacco cards you knew 
he was bidding for In "Chew, Hawk & Spit" 
monthly. Listen to him complain, Listen to 
him weep. Take full advantage because It 
won't be long before you're begging him for 
hls spare copy of the signed and numbered 
first editton of Pete Waterman's 


autoblography... If you're still cohabiting, 
sign over any cheques that come in 
immediately to scum dealers instead of 
putting them through your account so your 
‘other half' will remain as reasonably 
ignorant as can be hoped for of your 
diabolical transactions... 

Never give your sources aways. If 
actually caught In flagrante with useful 
material by a bozo you feel deserves zilch, 
claim you picked it up In a charlty shop for 
peanuts rather than admit there's a new shop 
just opened dealing entirely in sex killer 
memorabilla. Once you do, you're dead meat. 
Every time you entire the premises your so= 
called friends will be at the counter paying 
for Items that were rightfully yoursee. 

Once you've ‘advanced! to fhe stages 
detailed above you ought to ensure you never 
admit to actually Ifking anything just In 
case someone overhears you an ecides they 
might like It too, hence 'collect' It... 
(There are certifled cases In serfous scum 
circles of filth who only accumulate material 
because they know some no-wilt who hoards 
similar artifacts. You can guage how fll 
someone Is and whether to avold them when you 
announce, "Hey, | picked up a mint Richard 
Branson Port-0-San yesterday" and = the 
ta reply fs "How much d'you want for 
it?" 


Well, apologles for the somewhat rambling 
nature of these little observations, but i've 
been attempting to write It while 
simultaneously phoning In my bid for the copy 
of DARK's ROUND THE EDGES LP (30 only pressed 
In 1972) that just turned up. Minimum bid fs 
io Play It? !'m going to fucking frame 
Teee 
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DRINKING TO EXCESS 


David Flint 


The following article has, through necessity, 
been written from a male standpoint. While I 
would IIke to offer a guide to pub etl quette 
for both sexes, belng a man means that | 
cannot honestly and correctly do so for a 
number of significant polnts. If any female 
HEADPRESS reader would IIke to offer a 
woman's perspective on the Joys —- or 
otherwise - of publle drinking (particularly 
In regard to belng chatted up by drunks), 
I'd Tove to hear It. 


It's falr to say that the HEADPRESS crew 
lIke the odd drink. As was detalled In the 
editorial last Issue, our business meetings 
are more often than not held In a Manchester 
pub, with the beer flowing freely; what's 
more, we regularly celebrate events such as 
DER TODESKING beIng passed by the BBFC, belng 
released, the magazine belng completed, sent 
to the printers, returned from the printers, 
actually belng bought...In other words, any 
excuse for a drfnkIng sesslon Is good enough 
for HEADPRESS. But what Is It that makes the 
lure of the public house so great? Why aren't 
we content to stay home with a few cans, 
watching some grotty video? 

The amblence of the pub Is a unlque one. 
At Its peak - on a Friday or Saturday night - 
the pub heaves with people, a cacophony of 
sound hitting you as soon as you pass through 
the door, What sort of sound depends on what 
sort of pub. If you're particularly unlucky, 
then you'tl! have the wingeing and moaning of 
the senile and gerlatric as they check thelr 
bIngo cards, scratch thelr bums and mutter 
phrases IIke "fey up, young tun" while they 
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push past you to the delapidated outside 
tollet. Other nights might bring you a heady 
mixture of Madonna records, busty barmalds In 
low cut tops, shattering glasses and verbal 
abuse as some teenage delinquent objects to 
being manhandled out of the door by the 
bouncer, It all depends on where you go, and 
it's all an essential part of a Good Night 
Out. 

The most Important thing In visiting the 
pub, of course, Is alcohol. Pretty obvious 
you might think, but there are those people 
who seem to belleve that they can party down 
with a glass of coke or a pint of alcohol- 
free lager. Nice try, but forget It. Leave 
the car at home If you're golIng to the pub, 
because If you're not drinking, you might as 
well not be there. | tried a night of 
abstinence once while on a course of anti- 
blotics, and felt Ilke a complete dick. 
What's more, those people unfortunate enough 
to be with you will be made to feel gullty 
about downing pints of Carisberg while you 
sit dejected with a glass of coke, and ended 
up making rather unlikely excuses such as "I 
only want a half this time", while making It 
perfectly clear that they were looking 
forward to getting completely ripped and wisn 
that you'd stayed at home. 

So now you've decided to go out for a 
drink. Your friends are here, you've got your 
money In your pocket, had a shave and are 
wearing your coolest threads. What next? This 
really depends on where you are. If you're In 
the Old Fart pub, activities will be severely 
limited, A game of pool, perhaps, If you're 
really desperate, or ~ God forbid — you can 


join In the bingo. Chances are, though, that 
you won't stick around here. You'll be eyed 
wlth suspiclon, especlally If you look IIke 
"one of them punk rockers", and they'I1 
probably turn the Vera Lynn record up extra 
loud Just to get rid of you. So forget this 
place. Who wants to hang out with a bunch of 
gerlatric old tossers anyway? You start to 
wander. The first pub you come to Is still 
pretty empty - It's only about 7.30, so you 
can lay clalm to your usual seat In the 
corner without having to fight through a mass 
of people squeezed Into the mIlnuscule amount 
of space left In the rather small room by the 
huge bar. This Isn't a very trendy pub, but 
It's not an Old Fart pub elther (although It 
does have an outside tollet, which Isn't very 
well sIgned; patrons have been known to 
wander Into the wrong one ‘accldentally'). 
Smoke fllls the alr and your lungs. As soon 
as the second round Is bought, you find a 
group of hideous old bags looking your way. 


This always happens! Maybe It's your 
conversatton ("sex/bondage/shagg! ng/smut 
/dick plercing") that's attracted thelr 


attention. Whatever, you've not had enough to 
go for anything that gruesome. You drink up 
and move on. 

Every town has a Bikers Pub, and you'll 
end up golng there sooner or later. If you've 
not been yet, get It over and done with this 
weekend. Blkers pubs are similar to, but not 
the same as, Heavy Metal Pubs. Here, ageing 
rockers, Born To Be WIIld but Grown To Be Fat, 
consume large amounts of extra strong ale 
while an Interminable DEEP PURPLE number 
rumbles over the sound system. If someone 
asks you to play pool, don't say no and don't 
win, Fallure to follow Fhese Instructions may 
Tead to you spending the week In a hospital 
bed. Tollet faclilties here will be ‘basic’. 
Don't expect a lock on the cublcle door (if 
there's a door at all), and watch out for the 
dirtiest, sifmlest guy In the pub, who will 
try to force his way Into the cubicle while 
you're Inside. This Is elther because he's 
too drunk to notice that It's already 
occupled, or because he's seen BORN TO RAISE 
HELL, and Is In the mood for Heavy Sport. 
Elther way, you don't want him there. Best to 
hold It In until the next pub. 

Heavy Metal Pubs are rather’ Itike 
training grounds for Bikers Pubs. Full of 
Irritating kids with permed halr and tight 
Jeans who want to be Rebels. The sound-system 
In these pubs Is deafeningly loud, which Is a 
shrewd tactical move by the landlord. You'll 
grow so hoarse bellowIng your conversation 
that you'll drink twice as quickly. Don't 
worry - the music Is so awful, you'll leave 
after one pint anyway. 

So, off you go to a trendy drinking 
hole. Make sure It's not too trendy or they 
probably won't even let you In. Once through 
the door, you can play Find The Seat, a 
diverting but ultimately frustrating game. 
There will be nowhere to sIt after about nine 
o'clock, so If you don't want to stand, get 
there early. Trendy Pubs come In two styles: 
the Student verslon and the Pre-NIght Club 
version. The former will be full of -— you 
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guessed It = students, Indulging In a 
combination of psuedo-Intellectual waffle, 
earnestly ‘right-on' posturing, and drink= 
Inspired nonsense, SIt near a group of 
particularly Soclally Aware youths and 
horrify them by talking loudly about the Joys 
of auto-eroticism. In the latter type, you'll 
be surrounded by complete alr-heads, pissed— 
on-two-pints tralnee bank managers, and 
varlous fashlon victims, who are warming up 
for the night of dancing and prancing that 
Iles ahead. If you've timed things well, by 
the time you arrive here, you'll be drunk 
enough to be able to put up with all thls, 
cast aslde your soclal consclence, and sIt 
leering at the women while making 
unacceptably sexist comments to your 
companions. You'll! regret It In the morning, 
of course, but It always seems Ilke a good 
Idea at the time. 


S) 


this one’s 
yours Harry 


One reason that men go to the pub Is to 
Pull Birds (this seems to be the officlal, 
medical term for attracting women), This Is 
often more a case of wishful thinking than 
actual achlevement. You'll recognise The 
Pullers (for want of a better description) 
easily; they sit, eyes darting from girl to 
girl, untill they see one who appears to be 
alone — then they leap Into action. They have 
no appreciation of any other reason for 
visiting the pub, and If they don't pull (and 
more often than not they don't), they go home 
depressed. The trouble for the Pullers Is, by 
and large, women don't go to pubs looking to 
get picked up. That's what night clubs are 
for. And even If they are looking for a good 
time, It's not very I1iKkeTy that they'II find 
It In the arms of a drunken slob who wants to 
take her home to look at his collection of 
pathology textbooks. Of course, women are 
fully aware of what tt Is that men are after, 
and — If they're smart enough ~ can use the 
vague promise that maybe you might get 
‘something’ as an excuse for having free 
drinks all night. One pub | visited recently 
had two young girls surrounded by at least a 
dozen teenage lads, all blatantly horny and 
desperate. The giris obviously relished belng 
the centre of attention, but you can bet that 
they went home alone when the pub shut. This 
Is fair enough If all you want Is a bit of 
female companionship and conversation for the 


evening (In fact, It's a pretty good thing, 
but don't do It In such numbers!). But you 
won't have any call to use the condom 
dispenser, so don't get your hopes up. 

If you're serlously going out to get 
lald, don*t get drunk. Even If you somehow do 
con some sex-crazed nympho Into coming home 
with you, the Infamous Brewers Droop or a 
sudden hangover (the kind that has you 
screaming for death as some kind of release) 
wIll probably screw up your plans. And avold 
plIckIng up girls who are completely plssed. 
It might be easler to get them Into bed, but 
It can have unsavoury sIide~effects. Bear In 
mind the story of the bloke who scored In the 
pub, took the girl home and started doIng the 
business. As she sat on top of him, she 
started groaning away, and he Inittlally 
figured It was his masterful technique 
causing her to moan In such ‘ecstacy’...an 
assessment quickly proved wrong when she 
subsequently threw up In his facel 

It goes without sayIng that you should 
choose the right type of pub. Teenage giris 
In Heavy Metal pubs, for Instance, often look 
sensational = great bodles, skIntIght and 
revealing clothes = but teenage metal fans 
seem to always move In packs (collective 
nouns: *a thrash of metallers', perhaps?), and 
they're almost always with a bunch of male 
and female friends. Not boyfriends, you'll 
note; but they might as well be, as thelr 
overwhelming presence will put you off trying 
anything. Trendy pubs heave with potential 
bedmates, but watch out for cock-teasers and 
move quickly; these pubs are full of Pullers 
walfIng fo pounce on any unaccompanled woman 
who walks through the door. Student domI nated 
pubs are the best place for forming 
meaningful relationships, but remember that 
most students have been conditloned to see 
things In a completely black and white, 
Soclally Aware and Soclally Unaware manner — 
so tread carefully. 

One of the more antI-soclal sIde-effects 
of visiting the pub Is The Morning After — 
or, as has often been the case with the 
HEADPRESS team, Later That Evening. Yes, 
beIng violently fIl can be pretty unpleasant 
at the time. It does, however, make for good 
conversation on future excurslons. You can 
reminisce about how you were so drunk that 
you fell asleep on the traln, only woke up as 
It was pulling out of your station, and leapt 
from It In the nick of time. How you got 
home, ran to the bathroom, threw up In the 
sInk and scooped It out with your hands to 
flush It down the tollet, Or you can Taugh 
about the time you sat, hung-over on the 
train, felt the urge to puke, and had to 
rummage around for an empty plastic bag, 
which you then stuck your head In and let fly 
~- all In the disgusted gaze of the woman sat 
opposite you. You can compare vomiting 
sessions at flim festivals, boast about 
glving the technicolour yawn In the middle of 
a crowded wine-bar that was so posey that It 
deserved It, and snigger at the memory of the 
friend who virtually encircled a church with 
sIlck. And then you can go home and do It all 
agalnl! 
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Ill go in your 
eye one day and then 
you'll be sorry. 


Of course, there's a lot more to getting 
drunk than sImply regurgitating your last 
meal a few hours later. The pleasure of the 
pub Is that It provides a place for you to 
relax, let loose, and open up. You can talk 
to complete strangers all night about nothing 
In particular. You can sIng and dance, shout 
and laugh. The pub Is a party whenever you 
want one. And It's a great place for 
observing the wilder extremes of soclety. 
Where else can you watch a bloke fall asleep 
and pIss his pants? Where else can you here 
Christmas music In the middle of July? Just 
sitting with a pint and watching can be a 
real education. Whether T's a bunch of 
extremely rough looking women dancing half- 
naked to Nell Diamond covers, a distraught 
Puller hearlIng last orders belng called and 
realising that he stIll hasn*t pulled, or an 
old loon stacking up pint after pint of 
Gulness on his table without drinking any of 
them, It's an experlence that Just can't be 
found anywhere else. And one to be savoured. 
Cheers! 


DANCES OF DEA TH: 


THE FILMS OF MICHAEL BRYNNTRUP 


David Kerekes 


Michael Brynntrup has had his flims shown In 
the Museums of Modern Art, New York, Buffalo, 
and Ontarlo. He has accompanied his work on 
extensive tours worldwide, and Is the darling 
of experimental film festivals. His JESUS —- 
DER FILM Is a masterplece, in October of 
1991, his latest film was premiered in 
Berlin, CLIEBE, EIFERSUCHT UND RACHE (LOVE, 
JEALOUSY AND REVENGE). 


Michael Brynntrup (aka Brintrup aka 
Brinntrup) Is a most engaging film maker. 
His work Is undeniably surreal, self- 
Indulgent and crude. It Is also lyrical, 
captivating and at times very funny. And 
when Brynntrup himself steps In front of the 
camera, he has what Is called ‘'screen 
presence', 


Brynntrup frequently tours with his two 
short-flim programmes: "So Sieht Eine Prise 
Aus® and "Iss Doch Wenigstens Das Flelsch 
Auf", Some of those films which comprise the 
two programmes are Iisted below. The 
Interview that follows was conducted on the 
eve of a short-film tour through the 
Nether lands. 


A Selected Filmography 


DER RHEIN — EIN DEUTSCHES MARCHEN (THE RHINE 
= A GERMAN FAIRYTALE) 

1983, 14 mins, Super-8 

"In the place where | come from, one stays at 
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home. Except when one goes on holiday or off 
to war." 


aan a. FUR GEHORLOSE (SILENT MOVIE FOR THE 
DEAF 


1984, 8 mins, Super-8 
"Film means sound as well" - a film of sign 


language. 
= oe 
~ lm 


JESUS - DER FILM 
1985/86, Super-8 + 16 mm 
Michael Brynntrup has tried to stem the 
criticism of blasphemy against his JESUS - 
DER FILM by offering to play It to a church 
congregation. In splte of this, the Catholic 
church still don't tike It. "Which Is a 
pity", a volce sympathetic with Brynntrup was 
heard to say, “because the Cathollc church 
obviously don't know what they're dolng." 
Brynntrup co-ordinated the making of 
JESUS - DER FILM over a period of 15 months. 
More than twenty film makers participated In 
the project. Brynntrup would send each film 


maker a number of b/w Super-8 cassettes (from 
2 to 10) and allow them to shoot whichever 
eplsode of the New Testament they so desired, 
the only priority belng that Brynntrup 
himself was to play Jesus. Two versions of 
the flim exist; 84 minutes and 125 minutes. 


” 


TOTENTANZ 6 


Most every contributed eplsode In JESUS Is 
a provoking re-work of the original biblical 
text - whether It be R. Paris & A. 
Hentschel's re-telling of The Healing of the 
Blind, Sttletto's Loaves and Fishes, or Jorg 
Buttgerelt's CrucIfIxlon sequence — but It Is 
when Brynntrup himself takes the camera that 
the flim has a true InspIrational passion. 
The Last Supper, for Instance, sees Christ 
drinking wine and pouring It back from HIs 
mouth Into the glass ~ blood Into wine tnto 
blood Into wine ~ over and over agaln on a 
tape loop. 


TESTAMENTO MEMORI 

1986, 8 mins, 16 mm 

"1 am now going to experlence a possible 
birth, the procedure of which can obviously 
vary." 


TOTENTANZ 8 


VERON IKA 
1986/87, 11 mins, 16 mm 
Brynntrup even went so far as to make a 
speclal promotional short for JESUS called 
VERONIKA. As well as ralsing theological 
questions on the Turin Shroud, VERONIKA 
divulges the best way to knock a nall through 
the hand; how to experlence eternal mysterles 
anew, and that yes, He is coming "to this 
theatre — soon." 

StI1f no joy with the Catholic church. 
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TOTENTANZ 5 


TABU I-IV 

1988, 28 mins, Super-8 

TABU {~f¥ opens to Brynntrup sitting at his 
desk. He addresses the viewer then begins to 
weilte In his dlary ~ of which there are four 


volumes. Pages of the dlarles filck on and 
off the screen, punctuated with photo 
montages of Brynntrup and his work. As the 


dlary catch up with the present, the Images 
become ever-faster, and the narrative 
overlaps Itself until everything Is a blur. 
The effect Is dilsorlentating and quite 
exhilarating ~ Impossible to turn away from. 
TABU ends when the dlarles reach the present 
and Brynntrup back at his tidy desk. St 
don't offer figures of Identification. The 
viewer can only Identify with himself." 


TOTENTANZ 1-8 

1988/89, 45 mins, Super-8 + 16mm 

In the serles of TOTENTANZ ~ or, DANCE OF 
DEATH ~ flims, Brynntrup uses the human skull 
as a symbol. "I don't use the skull to make 
a precise statement, 1! use It to evoke an 
atmosphere, 1! play with It. It has this nice 
ambiguity ranging from deadly-serlous to not 
belng serious at all. In any case, It 
touches an emotion..." 

The serles Is divided Into elght flims, 
all with the skull. in one fllma little boy 
drinks fresh water from the Inverted skull. 
In another of the flims, a girl sets flre to 
It. Another flim has an old, disfigured man 
climbIng a tree and caressing It. In 
another, a girl kisses the skull. And In 
another, Brynntrup fucks the skull. 


DIE STATIK DER ESELSBRUCKEN (ENGINEERING 
MEMORY BRIDGES) 

1990, 21 mins, 16 mm 

Test cards, doodlings, fllm techniques and 
visual experiments ~ the mechanics of film 
Itself form the narrative of DIE STATIK.c. 
And agaln, the result Is hypnotic. 


LIEBE, EfFERSUCHT UND RACHE 

1991, 7 mins, 16 mm 

"It's Ilke what goes on In a post office, 
How parcels are handled... the sheer volume 
Is amazing." 


HEADPRESS: You IIken your films to the 
surrealist/dadalst films of the 1920's. How 
about more recent film makers such as Derek 
Jarman? 


MICHAEL BRYNNTRUP: | sald somewhere that my 
fl lms have an affinity with the early, funny 
avant garde films because these film makers 
Initially discovered the medium [tn a rather 
playful way; orlginal, fresh film making - 
vivid pictures, not only animated pictures. 
ThYS means, "who stays young." Derek Jarman 
certainly Is somebody who stayed young, who 
ts playing with the medium fresh every time, 
and so | feel an affinity with Derek Jarman, 
yes. Also because he Is gay and goes back to 
Super-8 again and again. 


{f { remember correctly, you once sald, 
"Super-8 {Is antique, but video Is hollow.” 
1°11 buy that, but aren't you suggesting It's 
the medium which Is Important and aot the 
message? Is there a message in your fiias? 


ft would IIlke to say so. There Is a message, 


yest fs this a sufficient answer? 
Noe eeNd, 
Now, | won't let myself get carried away 


Itsting my different messages! He, who has 


eyes, shall see, 


Why do you oppose the label ‘experimental 
film maker’ when so much of your work Is 
screened at so-called ‘experimental film 
festivals? 


Aheee that's a nice trick question, 
Experimental flim for me [fs synonymous with 
an epoch - the 1960's and 70's = when they 
made a great effort to produce purely formal, 


structural fi ims...from which | disassociate 
myself entirely. One has Just to watch my 
films to notice that. But on the other hand, 
of course, where can you put Independent, 
free films Into circulation?... 


What about singing nuns and go-go dancing 
virgins? 


That was for JESUS — DER FILM. 

Can you explainece 

Welf-II1f, JESUS [Is already ver-rrry old and 
long, long dead, though He did resurrect In 


the original scenes and In real-time, so the 
original fflm has a running time of about 33 
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YearSece This ffilm fs on a misston-tour 
through 40 clitfles In Germany and even on a 
North American mission, and they sttlf Itke 
to show it again and again. Anyway, for the 


b, 


1986 premier at the Sputnik cinema, they had 
a@ programme with tap-dancing nuns, and on the 
missfon-tour there were extra shows now and 
then - for example, In Blelefeld, a spectal 
choir came together to accompany the 
screenings 


And then you always gave the consecrated host 
to everybody? 


Oh yes, everybody got spiritual food... and 
they also Ifked to have some wine. 


Are you a Catholic? Where you spiritual 
Inspired to make JESUS ~- DER FILM? 


| had a dream, yeah, yeah. And then | 
thought, I'm going to go to the dream—factory 
to make a monumental film out of It. How can 
1} say - I'm sure that coming from a Catholic 
home had a certain Influence, but JESUS was 
more an act of Ifberation from the pastee. 


What? Liberation to say "{ am Jesus and no 
fonger Mr & Mrs Brynntrup's son?" What was 
your Inspiration? 


This Is not easy to say. I do not collect my 
Inspirations from the street, because | do 
not make documentary-type things. All my 
films are a kind of head-birth. So, the 
question Is: "How to get the Ideas?" You are 
sitting at your desk, pondertng, or shortly 
before you fall asleep, during the pre-dream 
phase - that [Is where | get my [Inspfrattons 
from. 


Did you enjoy playing Christ? 


Ah = caught! 


Indeed, 


It was great fun to be 


Jesus, this film fs really so long gone... 


But it took years 
preparations... 


with all the 


No, no, !t was - If you compare to how films 
In Hollywood are produced, then It worked out 
quite quickly. Looking back, It was about a 
year. ! selected Super-8 flim freaks, with 
this really special Super-8 attitude. | 
always wrote letters to the film makers, the 
first letter being In December 84, and In 85 
we worked on the film, and | travelled to 


East Germany or to Munich, 
Colone, etc. And at these places, It would 
always be a spontaneous shoot. The film 
makers chose the episodes they wanted to make 
-or, 1 helped a bit. 


Dusseldorf, 


What are you working on now? 


Oh, what an Interesting question... Well, I'm 
working = Ifke 6m always working on 
different things. At the moment, 1! have 
three particular Ideas which I'm following. 
Something with a long-fllm... not as episodic 
as JESUS. 


Your first long-fl!m? 


No, 0. | already made a_ long-fllm, 
SEPTEMBER, WUT, EINE REISE (SEPTEMBER, RAGE, 
A TRAVEL). About 82 minutes. That was also 
my very first flim. 


When did you start making films? 


1981. On September, the 21st of 1991, | 
celebrated the tenth anniversary with a few 
friends. Just ten years ago ! did my first 
shoot, the first 1 planned for a real movie, 
that Is. But | didn't really finish the 


previous question - thls long-film, It Is 
planned to become a feature film and could be 
quite conventional In places, more adjusted 
to cinema conditions than the short-films | 
made up to now. Narrative, exciting — 


A mystery film? 


Of course, always a mystery. 
myster lous. 


Everything Is 
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With actors, a special crew? 
sorted? 


Is [t already 


Yeseee partially. 


How much of a say do the actors have In your 
fl ims? 


In general, one cannot answer this question. 
What 1 always hope for Is that the actors 
offer a Jot of themselves. That Is to say | 
offer a frame,a scene, a little story, but 
the film unfolds spontaneously on Jocation. 


This has been, until now, the usual way. 
Quite a good way to work. And then there Is 
still this one main actor In my fllms called 
Michael Brynntrup, who has Incredibly much of 
a Saye 


In ten years time, what would this particular 
main actor Iike to be doing? 


This. Just this 1s exciting. | - fortunately 
- don't know what wlll be In ten years time. 
But, as far as | can see, 1 am still going to 
make films. If everything works out fine, 
1*11 be as young as today. 


H E A D P R E s s 
SGCUM LINES THE HEADPRESS GUIDE TO 
ESSENTIAL _ MODERN CULTURE 


David Slater 
Today, we're goIng to examine scuml 


Scum - froth, refuse on the surface of 
IIquids; worthless person, Okay we know that, 
but what about the etymological orlgIins of 
the word? Scome, schaum, schuimese. then 
agaln, who gives a shIt about Its orlgins 
anyway. Shit! Now there's a point. Is shit 
scum If It floats but not If It doesn't? Does 
anybody care? Perhaps an  open-mouthed 
swimmer at Blackpool would. Considering 
swimmers further (or poor swimmers to be more 
precise), Is a body drifting In the ocean 
scum? Perhaps It Is in both senses of the 
word. It could be classed as; refuse on the 
surface of a tIquid, and also; a worthiess 
person, But never mind this, let's look at 
what scum Is really about. 

Froth Is also a type of “refuse” but 
seems to suffer less discrimination, whereas 
scum Is categorIsed as distinctly unpleasant. 
Curlously, beer Is appreclated more with an 
unhealthy half-Inch coating of "scum", and 
much frowned upon If It lacks thls frothy 
cape 

Obviously It goes back to the "proving 
ones masculinity" rites - "Now, we've all 
plssed and gobbed In thIs bucket so If you 
want to join the Secret Covenant of United 
Men you've got to down the lot In one....even 
the floaty bits." So, the floaty bIits have 
evolved Into the frothy head on a pint of 
beer. 

Froth or foam Is also termed spume, 
which brings about another clear Indlcatlon 
by sImply dropping the "m" leaving spue or 
spew. Spewlng Is good evidence of the macho- 
mans ablilty to ingest vast quantIitles of 
"scum", However, constant Intake of these 
unsavoury beverages wll! inevitably result In 
ulcers and gut-rot. Incldentally, If you put 
"rot" Into "scum" you have “scrotum”, further 
proof of the mascullne assoclatlon. Even the 
word "masculine" Is an anagram of "A scum 
IIne" which men often leave In the bath as 
an Indication of virllity. 

Scum-I Ines — each one as Individual as a 
fingerprint or as varled as a snowflake — 
are artistic statements from the person 
responsible for this bathtub smear. It will 
consist of skIn particles, eye-lashes, body 
oll, contaminants , publc hairs, pollen, soap 
residue, sIlficon, grime. All these remnants 
and more making a spectacular mural ringing 
the bath. The depth of the scum-IIne can be 
controlled by sImply draining the water at a 
very slow rate. Sometimes a remarkable band 
measuring flve or sIx centimetres In depth 
can be created. And, If decorated with 
foreskin scrapings and other body refuse In 
the correct manner, quite astonIshIng results 
can be achfeved. Even a feeble, seven stone 
geek could step from the bath, admire the 
scum-Iine and feel IIke a real Mr. Universe. 
Try tt today and bring a whole new meaning to 
"mascullne" and "bathtub art". Come on, let's 
bring scum out of the closet! 


Here we go again with another slew of the 
good, the bad and the ugly, as seen by the 
HEADPRESS staff over the last few monthseo. 


PUBLICATIONS: IN BLACK AND WHITE Is a falrly 
ambItlous attempt to bypass the usual methods 
of book publishing. Author Christopher 
Stevens has produced {it with desk top 
publ IshIng materlals, distributed It himself, 
and somehow managed to wangle It Into WH 
Smith's. AS a novel, It's a falrly average 
murder story; more Interesting Is the design, 
which Is a pastiche of a _ tabloid 
newspaper...generally speaking, It's unusual 
enough to be worth the £1.95 belng asked 

CREATION PRESS publish the kind of 
essential volumes that you'd long despaired 
of ever seelng In the UK. Like what? Try 
works from De Sade and Poe, collections of 
writings by Henry Rollins and Aaron 
WITTlamson, and staggering new IIterature by 
James Havoc and Michael Paul Peter. And 
that's Just for starters. Thelr non-fiction 
division, Annihilation Press, have publ Ished 
the scurrilous 60's sleaze-bIlble THE VELVET 
UNDERGROUND, and are preparing the definItIve 
Ed Geln document for 1992, Contact Creation 
Press, 83 Clerkenwelf Rd, London, EC1 for 
more Information. 

Having difficulty picking up Savoy's 
notorlous LORD HORROR comics? If you IIve In 
Manchester or London, the answer's probably 
"YesI" Fear not — you can obtain the HARD 
CORE HORROR serles for £5/$15.00, and MENG & 
ECKER 1, 3 & 4 (2 Is out of print) for 
£1/$4.00 a throw from ‘The Edge’, PO Box 
1106, Chelmsford, CM1 2SF. 

"A sordid scrapbook & prurlent guide to 
deviant po(o)p culture" {is what you can 
expect of CRAWL OR DIE! Issue 13 contalns 
many a book and movie review, an Interview 
with Erlca (VIXEN) Gavin and other such woozy 
materlal, Two bucks (include something for 
p&p) to: Rev. Scott Miller, PO Box 8551, 
Salem, MA 01971-8531, USA. 

Essays on female ejaculation, 
clIrcumcls ion and "hooversexual ity" 
(IndIvIiduals who suffer penlle Injurles whlle 
"vacuum cleaning" In the nude) are just a 
handful of the sex topics to be found In 
Issue one of SEER*S DIGEST. The second Issue 
concerns itself with dark forces. From what 
can be determined, SEER'S DIGEST Is composed 
entirely of fragmented Interviews, clippings 
and assorted =- unsourced - verbal tracts. 
Often Interesting and funny. No Idea of price 
- write to DAG, IFL, 27 East Preston Street, 
Edinburgh, EH8 9QE. 

Those of you who enjoyed SINS OF THE 
FLESH might want to look at lan Caunce's 
self-confessed rip-off, rather laborlously 
named ABSURD'S LATE-NIGHT DOUBLE-FEATURE 
PICTURE SHOW. As with SINS..e, It's a 
collection of rare ad=mats for a varlety of 
horror and trash movies. Contact Ian at 12 
Unlon Road, Hurstead, Rochdale, Lancs OL12 
IQA. 

BIZARRISM Is a neat ‘zine from Oz. It 


covers Just about anything weird, as the 
title suggests. Included are photo's of 
freaks, newspaper clIipings a la FORTEAN 
TIMES, sulcide, spontaneous combustlon, Mr. 
Ponnuswamy, book reviews and even a “mass 
murderer crossword puzzlel Obtainable from; 
Chris MIikul, SBizarrism, 1/119 Enmore Rd. 
Enmore, Sydney 2042 Australla. Cover price Is 
$2 send that plus adequate postage. 

Another oddity Is GNEUROSIS: "A 
meaningloose diversion for the simplistic 
anarchist"; yeah, well, that Is fairly 
accurate self analysis. If you want to delve 
further Into this Kabalistic Journal send 
£1.50 plus postage to; PD Condon, P O BOX 
1471 London N5 2LY 

MIDIAN BOOKS are speclallsts In ‘occult, 
erotic, unusual and macabre pbooks', Thelr 
latest catalogue offers such wondrous titles 
as; Cannibal Caravan, Crowley on Christ, FBI 
Wanted Notices, Covenants with Desth, Male 
and Female Sexual Deviations and much more. 
Rather Ilke a mini AMOK, Write for catalogue: 
Midian Books, Chestnut Cottage, 6 Deene End, 
Weldon, Near Corby, Northamptonshire, NN17 
3JP. 

All fanzines might Itke to pop 
themselves down to Steve Green, 33 Scott 
Road, Olton, Sollhull, West Midlands B92 7LQ 
for eminent review In THE DARK SIDE's 
"Fanzine Focus" slot...providing, of course, 
they qualify as “horror and = related 
materlal", 


VIDEO: Lots of Interesting documentarles 
beIng released at the moment. IN BED WITH 
MADONNA Is pretty essential even If you hate 
her = music...In fact, non-fans might 
appreciate this no—holds barred look at IIfe 
on the road with Miss Clicclone more than 
those who worship her. If you enjoyed the 
scams pulled In the late sixtles/early 
seventies by film-makers using an 
educational’ format to get explicit sex past 
the censors, then THE LOVERS GUIDE Is for 
you. Whoever thought than respectable shops 
(WH Smiths agaln!) would be legally stocking 
BBFC approved films showlIng on screen 
fellatio, Intercourse, masturbation, etc? 
Sure, It has a lot of tiresome narration by 
Dr. Andrew Stanway, but resourceful 
pornophiles will, no doubt, find a way to 
deal with that. Animation grouples can get 
thelr Jollles with AKIRA (avallable In a 
dubbed version, or as a subtitled double pack 
with a ‘making Ofe.e' documentary) and 
FANTASIA (only avallable for a couple of 
months, and also available In a deluxe 
edition). Arthouse types wlll appreciate the 
box set of Bergman's FANNY AND ALEXANDER, 
released by Artificlal Eye, who are putting 
some great films out In quite awful 
packaging. Just because It's art doesn't mean 
you don't have to try to sell It... 
Stfthouette Is the name of a new ‘adult! 
video label. Thelr first batch of releases 
are nicely packaged, but practically 
unwatchable. OH WHAT A NIGHT might well be 
an entertaining movle In It's original 
hardcore form, but with an "18" certificate 
It's Just a serles of grainy close-ups 
featurIng guys moaning In ecstasy without 
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ever showing you why ee. The only decent 
thing on this Is the “safe-sex" warning and 
anti-censorship spiel that precedes the 
movléese and even they might be missing from 
the versions In the shops. Sifthouette would 
be better off leaving these badly mauled 
movies alone and concentrating on soft-core 
glamour films If they want to survive. 


KING OF NEW YORK 


Palace Video have an Interesting varlety 
of movies on rental and sell-through to while 
away those Idle hours. You can now rent Abel 
Ferrara's KING OF NEW YORK with gaunt lookIng 
Christopher Walken In the title role as a 
kInd of RobIn Hood gangster. Comes across 
more as a compllation of violent set-pleces 
rather than an effective and engrossing 
saneete yarn such as MEAN STREETS, SCARFACE 

GOODFELLAS. Still, It's certalnly worth 
forking out a few quid to rent. Also on the 
shelves Is Dennis Hopper's latest, PARIS 
TROUT. He plays a loathsome bigot who thinks 
It reasonable Justice to murder a black man's 
child after he complained about the bum deal 
he's Just been served. Intent on proving his 
good character he assaults his wife with a 
bottle and shoots his mother In the brain. On 
a !Ighter note there Is TRUST, a wonderful 
comedy from Hal Hartley encroaching on the 
world of David Lynch. Adrienne Shelly plays 
an unintentional patricidal teenage bimbette 
who transforms Into a woman as the film 
progresses. She meets and falls In love with 
nutcase Martin Donovan and they flow together 


through a seript of crazy residual 
characters. Great stuff. If you want to 
IIghten your pockets even further of 


cumbersome disposable cash then you could do 
no wrong In purchasing a copy of David 
Lynch's WILD AT HEART, one of the craziest 
films of all time. A glorious, multi-coloured 
patch-work of sex, violence and death, Other 
purchasable titles are the Intriguing BLACK 
RAINBOW, a remarkable tale of seductive 
spiritualism, and, for any sex, guts, heavy 
music and robot freaks, there's Richard 
Stanley's HARDWARE, The only complaint 
towards Palace Is their reluctance to release 
films In scope. Okay, maybe It was too much 


on THE COOK, THE THIEFe.. but scanning Is 
deplorable and does none of the above titles 
any justice. 


TV: FEAR IN THE DARK was Channel Four's 
Halloween ‘treat’ for horror fans. Looking 
suspiclously Ike a MEDIA SHOW cast-off, It 
retrod the old questions and theorles about 
the Joys of horror In a painless enough 
manner. It could have done without the 
‘expert! testimony of the IIkes of CllIve 
Barker and Kim Newman, and Indeed the half- 
baked theorlsing of braln-dead teenage 
gorepups, but on the whole It was passable. 
BBC2's MYSTERY TRAIN serles has been rather 
fab, though somewhat shoddIlly presented...and 
It Is a bIt much to have to wade through 45 
minutes of THE NIGHT STALKER before the good 
stuff starts. CRITICAL EYE (Channel Four, 
7.11.91) offered a sobering, frightening palr 
of reports on police brutality at the 
Orgreave coking plant during the 1984 miner's 
strike and at Stonehenge a year later. Images 
of cops In rlot gear beating senseless anyone 
unfortunate enough to get In thelr way are 
hard to forget. 

Anyone deciding to stay In on a Friday 
night for whatever reason could cheer 
themselves up with a dose of BBC1's CASUALTY 
and have an hours delight of rectal bleeds, 
AIDS, projectile vomiting, dead kids, cardlac 
arrests, epileptic fits, selzures ete all In 
suitably graphic detall. Those of you who 
prefer to laugh ought to switch to BBC2 and 
catch the excellent HAVE ! GOT NEWS FOR YOU 
where even Robert Maxwell can't rest In 


Are You A 
Poor Talker? 


THEN WRITE FOR HEADPRESS 


hide the key to 
your back door? 
Yee, HEADPRESS 
are looking for 
writere. Write 
a feature down 
and eend it in 
(preferably 


Yee, can you 
etring worde 
together and 
make whole een- 
tencee? Do you 
want overnight 
eucceee and 
adoration? Have 
you eomething J[englieh and 

on your neigh- [the HEADPRESS 
boure? What ie | addrese). You 
your friend‘'e [never know, for 
younger eieter |the price of a 
called? Do you |posetage etamp, 
zo out often? | you too could 
Where do you Ibe famous. 


MUSIC: Scott Bond's PORN BOOGIE Is a triumph 
of packaging. Within the cardboard box 
exterlor are a magazine about prostitutes, a 
cassette tape, 10 Inch single (In furry 
sleeve) and a ‘vibrator’...the whole thing Is 
so lovingly produced that the musical content 
(a collection of sound collages) Is rather 
superfluous. At £3.50, It's a snip. Write to 
Spurt Records, PO Box 49, Barking, Essex for 
your very own copy. After the devastating 
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STINKFIST of a couple of years back, Clint 
Ruln and Lydia Lunch have agaln teamed up for 
another EP. Kicking off with an apocalyptic 
yet falthful retread of Blue Oyster Cult's 
DON'T FEAR THE REAPER and ending with a 
deconstructed rendition of the Beatles’ WHY 
DON'T WE DO {fT IN THE ROAD, and with two 
original numbers squashed In between, this Is 
the best plece of music to hit me for an age. 
Loud, nasty, dangerously dirty and completely 
uncontrollable, It's a must for all 
discerning record buyers. 


EVENTS: In October, HEADPRESS presented two 
nights of psychotic cinema at the 2nd 
Festival of Fantastic Films In Manchester. If 
you were one of the large crowd crammed Into 
the small room to sample the alternative side 
of film Ilfe, we hope you enjoyed It...an 
especially blg “thank you" to the hardened 
Individuals who lasted the whole of both 
nights...not an easy task considering the 
retina straining effect of flims Ike THEY 
DON*T CUT THE GRASS ANYMORE or the tedium of 
MAD DOCTOR OF BLOOD ISLAND (which seemed so 
much better the last time we saw It). Whether 
we do again next year Is up to the 
organisers. 

"12 hours of terror” threaten Frightnite 
2 organisers. Liverpool's AII-Night Horror 
Flim Festival takes place on Saturday 8th 
February, 1992. Send SAE for film and venue 
detalis: Frightnite 2, 35 Hllberry Ave, 
Tuebrook, Liverpool, 113 7ES. 


=subscri 


Soon, peopie will eey 
got any beck leeuee 
collection ie 


e ~ 

to ue “Have you 
of HEADPRESS, my 
incomplete?" and 


inveriabiy we will have to put them onto 
Don ‘donkey’ Richerde fro@ Todmorden 
But there 1e@ en easier way. .SUBSCRIBE! 
If you eubecribe now, 


you won't have to 
‘do Don as emall fsvour’ in the future 
for that elusive mieeing ieeue, or drive 
down to eeciuded northern towne where 
Hell'e Angele live. Subecribe end you 
sre guerenteed eech copy of HEADPRESS 
etraight to your door, hot off the preee 
end cheaper than the nevws-etend 


oO No, I don’t want to eubsecribe end 
neither do any of ey friende. We quite 
fency the Idee of cruleing biker bare 
for that eiueive copy of HEADPRESS 


a I ame consenting edult. Piease 
rueh me ISSUE 4 of HEADPRESS becauee 
I'e dying for lt. Here @ my £3.50 which 
incliudee the p&p. God bieee. 


a Yes! Yes! Yes! I cen't fece life 
without it! Rush me the next FOUR 
eeeentie]l ieeuee of HEADPRESS as econ 
ee they come etesming off the preee, 
beeinnine with ieeue 
£12.00 (which includee p&p) - 
teke it! Gibber gibber @ibber. 


om 


OBSCURE OBJECTS OF DESIRE: COUNTER 
PRODUCTIONS mall-order have a neat catalogue 
carrying all manner of small press 
publications, varlous fringe papers (MARK®S 
LITTLE BOOK ABOUT KINDER EGGS sounds pretty 
essential), anarchism, comles, semlotext(e), 
etc. Send an A5 size SAE to PO Box 556, 
London, SE5 ORL. 


Here‘s my 
take it, 


Lhe Ae LETTERS Gd 


Number 2 Is even better than number 1, 
especially as It has my article fn [itl 


JACK HOUSDEN Crumpsal f Manchester 
PTTL MUU LL 


| was much surprised to read the editorial to 
Noe. 2 and your extraordinary marketing 
techniques, fe. having the tome placed tn 
retall estabifshments. Oh dear me no, this 
wif l never do = the normals wilt get their 
hands on them and that can only lead to one 


thing: outraged protest from some pur!itan 
loony/body/offictal department. See you In 
the dock. 


May | ratse a wondering voice over your 
execrable taste In music. Alright, a trip to 
Manchester (the large~breasted-women~capital 
of Britain) may be worth mentioning that you 
saw and heard ft all free and gratis, but the 
music? Surely you're not so young and 
Impresstonable as to actually like this 
enough to want to Infflict ft on the rest of 
us? Live up to the clalms of "bizarre, 
deviant, extreme" and spread the word — the 
official bootleg Frank Zappa CD's = are 
flitering Into the shops now: time to make 
the most subversive of them all known, and In 
hts words "suck the youngest I!steners Into 
our camp." Well, Just a suggestion. | was 
gotng to tnclude a nude photo for your 
reader's gallery, but | don't seem to appear 
on developed stock; should { contact Kodak? 
Or would Kolchak be a better bet? 

Happy churchgotng, 

S 6 SCOTT Gosforth Newcastle-Upon—-Tyne 
You're right. We're not so young. Nor could 
we give a flying doughnut about teenymeat 
bands such as OMD or the PET SHOP jokers. As 
for Frank Zappa, what was tt Ed Sanders sald, 
"Zappa, to whom the freak-flocks always 
flock..."? Some Insist that Z Is one of the 
eyeballs In THE RESIDENTS, while others (wel! 
one other, actually) suggest that to “earn 
some extra cash", Zappa shifts disco dance 
fodder out the back door. Any more Zappa 
anecdotes, anyone? 


ANONNNLGI.00.401:) 0 TNA ARAMA 11 LPR 
OOh! yes please, !'I! have HEADPRESS magazine 
No 2, can't be much worse than the first one. 
MICK SLATTER Crawley 


FN TTT 


Is tt just me or fs there realfy a multi- 
racial lesbian scene near the end of GHOST? 


Sussex 


JOHN D. WORRALL Woking Surrey 


Think tt must be you, John. 
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Thanx for 
(particularly - "Touched by the Left Hand of 
God"). Thanx also for printing "my" photo —- 
If only | was such a handsome fella! Surely 


Issue #2, most Interesting agaln 


the fanmall would be flooding In. | enclose 
another more voluptuous view — ! look pretty 
good fn this one too! Blame Jack Housden! New 
boots and panttes or what!! 


K A BEER Ilkeston Derbyshire 
MIL 11 10000 R11, 
It's good to know that the cult fiims, 


torture methods, etc exist. People who think 
that I'm a bit weird anyway and who they 
themselves are totally square, have picked up 


HEADPRESS #2 + read page to page with avid 
Interest as 1 watch + smile to myself, 
wondering what they think. Loved the plss— 
take of AMERICAN PSYCHO by Davld Kerekes. 


Erith Kent 
Some news to sadden sleaze fans: during the 


summer the US Supreme Court ruled that states 
may ban ‘nude exotic dancing' In bars and 


adults only venues, even though It's 
constIitutlonally protected "expressl ve 
conduct." They sald that a state's Interest 


In “protecting socletal order & morality was 
compelling enough to over-ride 1st amendment 
guarantees," Sheez! 


DOUG BAPTIE University of Stirling 


UTP EMM 


You ought to do a plece of ‘pervy guys'. 
When a friend of mine was a young lad he met 
a pervy guy. He was fishing down the river 
(a good place for It) when thls short guy 
wlth a moustache walks up. He stands around 
for a while making comments about flsh, etc 
then says "Do you want to earn some money?", 
"Huh?" "1911 glve you £2 If | can play with 


your willy.” My friend, In hls _ boyhood 
Innocence, mlisheard, thinking he sald, 
",eeplay wlth your welly.” He suddenly 


reallsed what the guy had sald when he 
started to rhymically pull his flles up and 


down. My friend grabbed his takle (fishing) 
and ran home. 

PAUL, KEVERN Blandford Dorset 
PHNOM 119510 0 


The first Issue of HEADPRESS was as bizarre 
and perverse as those of us with jaded 
palettes could have wished for. David 
Slater's article on the Punch and Judy 
phenomena was fascinating. the mentlon of the 
stick-wlelding Scaramouche character reminds 
me that Ramon Navarro played the title role 
In the 1923 movle called SCARAMOUCHE but 
Ramon tended to keep hls stick at home In the 
shape of a black lead dildo given to him as a 
present (and slgned) by Rudolph Valentino. 
When Navarro was beaten to death In '68 the 
klilers took particular care to push the 
"stick" down Navarrots throat. 

The amateur nudle plcs mentloned by John 
Graywood have now been joined by the amateur 
DIY porn videos. My current  favourlte 
consists of an obvlously nervous young lady 
embarking on what Is probably her first solo 
turn In front of a camcorder to the musical 
accompaniment from a radio. Only a_ few 
garments Into her routine the music suddenly 
stops and switches to a cookery programme. 
She gamely continues prompted by some 
heartless bastard of a boyfriend behind the 
camera. At last, a cookery programme with 
plenty of "Fanny" but no "Craddock" 

Cheers, 


GLYN WILLIAMS 
NA I 


Derby 
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Many thanks for the excel lent 
Buttgerelt/Monika M feature In Issue 2. Any 
chance of you printing a full fllmography to 
all hls work, perhaps glving plot synopses to 
his lesser known fllms? 

West Cumbria 


KEVIN HANEY Wigton 


Only time will tell, Kev. 


INIA 100 
Anything witty to say totally escapes me. 


LEE MARTIN Bromley Kent 


OR 1000000 A) 


On reading the review of MAN BEHIND THE SUN 
by David Slater, | was more than suprised to 
read that he could not work out the reason 
for making It.1 think Its looking you right 
In the face. 

When {| purchased an original copy of 
thls fllm In a chinese Jaundry In SAN 
FRANCISCO 1 was told all about I+ by the 70 
year old chinese lady who run the place.She 
sald what the flim says,that the Japanese are 
the worst race on the face of the earth,that 
they commited more atrocities against the 
chinese than any other race,they kllled and 
tortured more chinese than any other race and 
they were not punished IIke the Nazls for the 
erlmes they commited In WW2. 

She also sald that they stole thelr 
culture and thelr way of writing and thelr 
wealth. This may be true but has sod all to do 
with "MANt, 

The flim's whole point Is to be an antl 
Japanese propaganda message and you must 
agree, they don't come out too well out of 
I+.One thing most Westerners elther don't 
know or happen to forget Is that the Japanese 
Hate the Chinese and visa versa wlth such 
Intenserty that I+ puts nearly all other 
raclsms In the shade.If you talk to both, they 
both have thelr reasons,some more sound than 
others and they will always tell you,the 
worst thing you could ever do Is to mistake a 
Japanese for a Chinese or visa versa. 

GREG LAMB Brighton 1 
Greg has not only been to San Franclsco but 
also owns an orlginal of MAN BEHIND THE SUN. 


aS 
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K RIDDIHOUGH 


LAST DETAILS 


SEX GEWALT + GUTE LAUNE 
(A Manfred 0 JefinskI Presentation 1991) 
Varlous directors. 


ALICE IN DALLAS 
(1983 cofour 2 minutes) 
dir: Manfred O Jel Inskt 


ANALSTAHL SPOTS 
(1990 colour 13 minutes) (Last Gasp Publishing) 
Se Clay WIlson 


dirs Ulrich Prehn 


BLUTIGE EXZESSE 1M FUHRERBUNKER fi 
(1982 colour 6 minutes) 
dir: Jorg Buttgereft 


DER KURZ—KRIMI 
(1982 colour 2 minutes) | 
dirs Manfred O Jelinskt 


FANNY HILL, OR MEMOIRS OF A WOMAN OF VIRTUE 
(Penguin Classics 1990) 
John Cfeland 


FOR ADULTS ONLY 
(1989 colour/B&W 74 minutes) 
dir/se: Sam Harrison 


pr: Kit Parker, Sam Harrfson - * 

with: Ned Beatty 

David F. Friedman 

Ban Sonney = UNCENSORED GUIDE TO THE MOVIES, THE 
(MacDonald 1991) 

FUR AXEL Dick Beresford 

(1989 colour 18 minutes) 

dir: Max Mufter A YOUTH 1N BABYLON 
(Prometheus Books 1990) 


GLORIA David F. Friedman with Don De Nevi 


(1990 B&W 8 minutes) 
dir: Hanna Nordholt 


JULIETTE 
(Arrow Books 1991) 
The Marquis De Sade 


(no way out)SCUM 
(Scum tnternatfonal 30pp 1984) 


PAW. DETTE 
(1991 colour 8 minutes) 
Stephen Braun 


PHILOSOPHY IN THE BOUDOIR 
(Creation Press 1991) 
The Marquis De Sade 


SCHULTZ 
(1989 19 minutes) 
dirs Dirk Drebelow, 


SCUM MANIFESTO 
(PhoenIx Press 24pp 1987) 
Valerfe Solanas 


- NEXT: THE FJESUS TRIP ISSUE - 
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HEAD 01: OER TOOESKING VIOEO - A Jorg Buttgereit film. 

"BEG BORROW OR STEAL TO SEE THIS MOVIE” Samhain; 
"“IMPRESSIVE...BIZARRE" The Oarkside; "7? SUICIOES 
ON ONE GREAT KNOCKOUT VIOEG!" Avant; “IT IMPRESSEO 
ME OEEPLY - SO MUCH SO THAT LONG BEFORE THE ENO I 
BEGAN TO OREAD WHAT IT MIGHT SHOW ME" Ramsey 
Campbell. Complete with ‘dead pereon' poetcard. 18 
cert. VHS/PAL. Englieh eubtitlee. Ltd edition. 
£15.00 each (UK add £1.50 - overseae £7.00 p&p) 


OER TOOESKING SH SLE HIRT 
€8.00 each 0 rerseae add £3.00 p&p) 


HEADPRESS MAGAZINE ISSUE 1 - ALTERING CONSCIOUS - 


NESS ISSUE. The dirt on eex-killer puppete, the 
divine SANTA SANGRE, mayhem eex, apocel yptic 
exceee, death, Satan and eocial workere...and 
more! Already a collector'e item - buy now while 


etocke laet. £3.50 each inc p&p (Europe add £0.50 
-reet of the world add £1.50 p&p) 


AUDIO HOLOCAUST CASSETTE - 60 wild minutee of 


demented lietening pPleaeuree! Ineipid and 
inepired momente from everyone‘e fevourite list of 
unobtainable moviee, preeerved here on audio 
caeeette. A WOW et parties! Fun! Fun! Fun! 


€4.59 each inc p&p (outeide Europe add £1.50 p&p) 


HEAD O06: SINS OF THE FLESH - a pictorial guide to adult 
movie promotion...from TEASERAMA to TEENAGE PONY 
GIRLS. 40 Packed pegee of incredibly rare 
poetere. Limited to 200 copiee only. Order NOW - 
very few left! £2.50 each inc p&p (outeide Europe 
add £1.00 p&p) 


HEADPRESS MAGAZINE ISSUE 2 - THE WORLO BIZARRE 
EOITION. Low-down on call-girl card collecting, 
AMERICAN PSYCHO forum, Patrick the body piercer, 
Semuel Zo Arkoff, fetality ettractione, 
NEKROMANTIK 2 & Monika M, serial killere and God, 
eex peychedelice...and much more! Going FAST - we 
kid you not! €3.50 each inc p&p (Europe add £0.50 
-reet of the world add £1.50 p&p) 


HEAD 10: HEADPRESS MAGAZINE ISSUE 3 -— SCUM NUMBER. Extra 
copiee are youre for a paltry £3.50 each inc p&p 
(Europe add £0.50 - reet of the world £1.50 p&p) 


HEAD OS: TRIUMPH OF THE WILL VIDEO - A Leni Riefenetehl 

film. Infamoue documentary on Hitler'e 1934 
Nuremberg’ ralliee. “RIGHTLY REGARDEO AS THE 
GREATEST PROPAGANOA FILM OF ALL 
\\ TIME...FASCINATING ANO FRIGHTENING" Leonard 
Meltin‘e TV Moviee & Video Guide; "LEAVES ONE 
. WITH AN IMPRESSION OF INSANITY" The Haunted 
Sereen. — avallable for a !timited perlod only — 
Exempt. 110 minutee. VHS/PAL. German languege. 
B&W. £10.00 each (UK add £1.50 p&p) 


Pleaee indicate quantity when ordering. 
Send an SAE if you're e heppy-go-lucky 
eort and not a eubecriber, and we'll 
notify you of HEADPRESS ieeue 4 when it 
becomee available. 


Pleaee make all chequee, poetal ordere & 
Eurochequee payable to HEADPRESS. We 
will diepatch ordere as quickly ae 
poeeible, but allow up to 28 for delivery. 


HEADPRESS T-SHIRT 

Fancy youreelf es a scepegocet for 
religioue fanaticiem? Then vwear the 
i} HEADPRESS motif - mind boggling and BIG! 
Black on white ecreenprint. 100% cotton. 
Size XL only. £8.00 each (UK edd £1.00 —- 
overeeae add £3.00 p&p) 


OER TOOESKING LONG-SLEEVE T-SHIRT 

Great! The Oeethking ekeleton motif ae 
drawn by the hand of a child! White on 
black ecreenprint. 100% cotton. Size XL 
only. 

£10.00 each (UK edd £1.00 - overeeae add 
€3.00 p&p) 


PO BOX 160 STOCKPORT CHESHIRE SK1 GET ENGLAND 


